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the Right Honourable the 
Lords and Ladies, and 
alſo to the Honoured Gen- 
try of both kinds, that bave 
been ſo Generous #0 be Sub- 
fcribers to theſ Volumes of 
SONGS; whichend with 
{ome Orations, Copys of 
Verſes, Prologues aud. 
Epilogues. 45 


My Lords, Ladies and Gentry, L 


Once thought to have been particu- 
lar in iny Dedicatian, and have af 


go 
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Pre 
ee 


0 r 1018988 
e. 


ſign'd it to one or two of the No. * 
ity or Gentry ; but conſidering that 
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it would leſſen the Value I have fo 


deſiſted in that particular; and hope thi; 


pour Diverſion, I have added above: 


Dedication. 


the reſt of my Noble Sabſcribers, I have 


General Addreſs will more exert my Duty 
and increaſe your Favour. 


I am oblig'd firſt then to acknowledge 
my Obligations for your ready and wil- 


ling Compliance: And alſo ſecondly to 
declare, that to oblige ye, and compleat 


Hundred new Pieces to the Pablick Stock, 
and hope, as the reſt have generally had 
Applauſe above others of this kind, they 
will happily be receiv'd by you whe: 
read or perform'd in your merry and va- 
cant Hours. 


T have (with a great deal of Trouble 
and Pains) made ſome part of this Col. 
lection, and render'd ye many of the 
Old Pieces which were thought well 0 
in former Days, and conſider'd for their 
Pleaſure and Hardneſs of their Compo- 
ſition; 


r 


Dedication. 
ion; being written, and difficultly made 
t, and proper to wonderful and un- 
mon Tunes, which the beſt Maſters 
Muſick were then famous for: And I 
ſt preſume to fay, ſcarce any other Man 
d have perform d the like, my double 


enius for Poetry and Muſick giving me 
Il that Ability which others perhaps | 
ight want; nor was the Encourage-- 

ent iaconſiderable; for as well as obli- 
g the Nobility, Gentry, and Com- 
dnalty, I had the Satisfaction of diver- 
g Royalty likewiſe with my Lyrical 
rformances: And when I have per- 
m'd ſome of my o] Things before 
cir Majeſties King CHARLES the 
d, King FA MES, King WILLIAM, 
een MA RI, Q, ANNE, and 
ince G EO A G B, never went 
t without happy and ommendable 


pprobation. The brando of my 
cceſs at that time, makes me hope the 
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Dedication. 
preſent Aﬀair, My Noble Lords, Ladies and 
Gentry, will add to your Pleaſure, and 
divert your Hours, when your Thoughts 
are unbended trom the Times, Troubles, 
and Fatigues; to be aſſur'd of which, 
will be a perpetual Satisfaction to 


Your moſt Humble, 
Oblig*d, and 
Devoted Servant, 
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SONGS and POEMS .. 
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Tory, «a Whigg, and a moderate Man, SY 
As far «s the glittering God of Day, 6 
2 my Muſe, and to thy tuneful Le, 6% 


the Delian God to fam'd Halcyon, 104 
the World's in Strife and Hurry; | 110 Mi 
you that either hear or read, 129 = 
, bow ſweet are the cooling Breex, 138 If 
ſoon as the Chaos, 15 . A 
Wincheſter was 4 Wedding, 276 +54 

b! Phillis why are you leſs tender, 279 

d in each Track of Glory ſince, 285 
mynta one Night had _— 6 5 336 


Ritains now ler Foys increaſe, 26 - 
Behold, bebold the Man that with, 73 
þ ow, blow Boreas blow, and let thy 96 
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An Alphabetical TA BL E. 


Behold how all the Stars give way, 
Blowzabella my bouncing Doxy, 

Bright was the Morning, cool was, 
Beat the Drum, beat, 2 the, A 


CH Scruples and Fars 2 all, 
Come all, great, Wk ſhort, tall, 
Celemene, pray teil me 
Celadon, when Spring « came on, 
Come Jug, my Hony, let's to bed, 
Chloe found Amyntas ling, 
D 


D* aw, draw the Curtain, fye, ; \.) (Joel 


Damon turn your Eyes to me, 256 
Dear Pinchaninny, if half a Guinen, 283 
De'l take the War that hurry d, 

F 


Fa roſie Bowers where Neeps the Gad, 


Fame and Iſis joyn'd in one, 
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glorious Toyls of Var, - 5a 
From azure Plains, bleſt with eternal, er 
Flow the flow'ry Rain, ife 
 Farewel the Towns ungrateful Noiſe, 124.7; 
Fame loudly thro' Europe paſſes, 
For too many peſt Nears with, 

Fill every Glaſs,. and recommend em, _- 8 
Prom Dunkirk one Not they ſole, los, 
Fly, fly from 3 t, fly far away, -. 23% 

| Fate had deſign worſt of all, _— 7, 


Fareweel my — 3 PR, 
(Goran amanti voi chi Sapere, 
Great Lord Frog. to L — ä 
Grand Lewis len Pride be abated, 2 
Great Cæſar is crown'd, , 120 %%% 
Groves and Woods, bi A0 Rocks and, 
Genius of England, from thy, - 
Grand Louis falls. haadlong down, 
Great Jove once made Love like, 


H 
Ark, Lewis groans, good Fader, 
How vile are the ſordid Intrigues, 
ark the thundring Cannons roar, 
ark, the Cock crow d, „ Day all abroad, 


970% Roger twangdillo of, 

9vU Kent ſ fam def old, 
ern, I burn, I burn, I burn, 
179 . - . 


g. Jug, Jug, Jg, Jug. 2 
old Italian Tales we read, 
32 Kent I hear there lately did dwell, 


you will love me, be free in 


Jo ate a Fop that at hu Glaſs, 
25% a woful ſad Ditty to know thou, 
253ckey was a dawdy Lad, 
295 January /aſt, on Munnonday, 
to the Bridegroom, IHE: 
1 ET the dreadful Engines, 155 
50 Lord ! what's — my Mother, 
f e printeme, r'apelle aux Armes, 


ife's t Hours too faſt are haſting, 
120804; 2 Laſſes blith 2 — be 


M 
1150 f Aiden freſh & a Roſe, 
Mad Loons of Albany, 


22 ion ſeur looks pale, 6 
23 ldam je vous prie you will right me, 
2.45Won/ieur grown too mighty, 

25 ng of late on Windſor, 


Lu 
ly dear Cock adoodle, 

OV, now comes on the gloriow, 
Now Cannon ſmoke Clouds all, 
ow over England Foy to expreſs, 


174% ſome Tears are gone, 


215 ear famous Covent-Garden, 
22500» x the Sun, 
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On the Brow of Richmond Hzll, 
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An Alphabetical TA BL E. 
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0 N E Sunday at St. James's Prayers, 
One long Whitſon Holiday, 

Old Lewis muſt thy frantick Riot, 
One April Morn, when from the Sea, 
Oh Love, if a God thou wilt be, © . 
Of old, when Heroes thought it baſe, 
Opening Budds began to ſhew, 
Of all noble Sports, | 
One Morn as lately muſing, | 
Oh Jenny, Jenny, where haſt thou been, 
Of all the ſimple things we do, 
Of all the World's Enjoyments, 


Ray now John let Jug prevail, 
P Paſtorella inſpire the Morning, 


Q” E chacun rr ſon verre, 


R. all England o'er, 
R _ attending Dwellers divine, 


_— 4 


4 
Remember ye Whigs what was formerly, ” 
Re b onny Kare, 31 


Mal and fair, * 31 


Clue mighty Marlborough's Story, | 46 
Since Times are ſo bad, I muſt tell, - bi 
Steep, ſleep, poor Youth, 

Sing, ſing all ye Muſes, 

Spring invites, the Troops are going, 
Sound Fame thy golden Trumpet, ſound, 
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— lon, 
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Since long o'er the Town, | 1419 
Since now the World's turn d upſide donn, 21,“ 
Snug of late the Barons ſate, 226 

Says Roger to Will, both our Teams, . 23.7% 
Sylvander royal by his. Birth, 2340 77 
Sawney was tall, and of noble Race, 4 3 N 


An Alphabetical TABLE. 


IE Glorious Day is come, 

The old Wife ſhe ſent to the, 
Valiant Eugene to Vienna, 

e infant blooming Spring appears, 

ſpew Tunbridge Wells, 

was early one Morning the Cock , 

en welcome from Vigo, 

panty Tears and mear at Edinborough, 
e Clock had ſtruck, faith I cannot, 
v1s when the Sheep were ſhearing, 


I5 

168: Sun bad loos'd by weary Team, 
258: Night her blackeſt Sable wore, 
20 was within 4 Furlong of, 


o Horſe brave Boys of New-Marker, | 
Ictumnus Flora, you that bleſs, 
| W 


Here Oxen do low, 
Welfare Trumpets, Drums and, 

hen Love fair Pſyche made, 
'hat Beauty do I ſee, 
Voe ts me, what mun I do, 
hat are theſe' Ideots doing, 
ithin an Arbor of Delight, 
Ve Prophets of the Modern Race, 
old you have a Young Virgin, 


en Innocence and Beauty meet, 
15887! may'ſt 0 Err with, 
hen Phœbus does riſe, 


e London Valets all are Creatures, 
47 the Spring in Glory, 

Who in Old Sodom would live, 
ſt favour'd Biſhops new Sleeves, 
22 7 b51ſt wretched Fools ſneak up, 

2.3108 here divine Gloriana her Palace, 
Mhen Phillida with Jockey play d, 
When firſt Amyntas ſu'd for a Kif,, 


An Alphabetical TAB LE. 
Y 
E Beaus of Pleaſure, 
Te Jacks of the Town, 
Ne Peers that in State, 
Te Britons aw that, 
You love, and yet when I ah you, 
You Nymphs and Sylvian Gods, 
Dung Philander wood me long, 
Young Collin, cleaving F 4 Beam, 


POEM S. 


A Mongſt all Characters divine, 
1 As in Intrigues of Love we find it, 

"As when ſome mighty Monarch, 

As when repentant Iſrael once diſtreſt, 

As when Maida with viftorions 

Brave ij that Poet that dares draw, 

Come Spouſe, to talk in Mode now, 

If this ſtrange Vice in all good, 

In thi wiſe Town two Games precedence, 

In hopes the coming Scenes your, 

In ſweet Retirement freed from, 

"Mong ſt our Forefathers, that pure, 

Men the New World all Laws, 


ills to _ Gauche. 


The Firſt VOLUME. 
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A Mad So xs. % 


y a Lady diftraRed with Love. Sung in one of 
my Comedies of Don Qu1xorT®: The Notes 


30 it done by the late famous Mr. HENRY © 


35 PURCELL, which, by reaſon of their great 
3% Length, are not Printed in this Book, but may 
34Y b: Tons at the Mufick Bookſellers ſingly, or 
in bis Orpheus Brittannicus; 1 in 
33 the Tune all the Degrees of Madneſs. 


[ Sudenly Mad.] Love, 
mW oo: 3 8 ROM roſie Na where fleepsthe 62 of 
8 5 75 1 A little waiting Cupids, T, 


9 8 8 Hither he line waking Cups, fy.” 


Teach me in ſoft melodjons Strains to move 
tender Paſhon my Heart's darling Joy 
h, let the Soul of Muſick tune = ole, 

e 


ow 8 
8 win dear Strep ben, * oul enjoys. win 


2 Pits te Huge Melenchoh. 


[ Mirthfully Mad. 4 ſwift Movement. 
Or if more influencing, 
Is to be Brisk and Airy; 
With a Step and a Bound, 
| Anda Frisk from the Ground, 
III trip like any Fairy, 
As once an Jada dancin 
Were three Celeſtial Bodies q 
Wich an Air, an Face, 
And a Shape, and a Grace, : 
I'll charm, like Beauties Goddeſs, 
With un Air, &c. © 
I Melancholy Madneſs. ] 
Ah, tis in vain, tis all, tis all in vain ; 
Death and Deſpair muſt end the fatal Pain : 
Cold, cold Deſpair, diſguis'd like Snow and Rain, 
Palls on my Breaſt, bleak Winds in Tempeſts blow 
My Veins, all ſhiver, and my Fingers | poll 
My Pulſe beats a dead March, for loſt Repoſe, 
And to a ſolid lump of Ice my poor fond Heart is fro: 
[ Fantaſticaly Mad.] 
Or, ſay ye Powers, my Peace to crown, 
Shall N my ſelf, and drown 01 
Amongſt the foaming Billows;. 
Inereaſing, all with Tears I ſhed 
On Beds of Ooze, and Chryſtal Pillows, 
Lay down, lay down my loveſick Head. 
Say, ſay, ye Powers, my Peace to crown, | 
Shall], Mall I chaw ny felf, and iron; g= 
[Stark Mall] 
No, no, no, no, I'll ſtraight run madd, 
Mad, mad, I — that ſoon my 3 
Whene er the Senſe is fled, is fled, 224 
Love has no Power, no Power to charm. 
Wild, thro' the Woods I'M fly, III Hy, 
Robes, Lecks ſhall thus be tore; 
A thouſand, thouſand Deaths 1 U 1 
Eer chus, thus, in — OY vain ud 
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Set by Ms. DANIEL 


PURCELL, 


ountry Dialogue. 


' She 


Pits to Purge Melanchoh. | 


m_ Oxen do Low, 
And Apples do-grow, 

Where Corn i is — 

And Graſs is mown; 

Where Pigeons do fly, 

And Rooks Neſtle gh; 
Fa e = me for Life a Place-: 

here Hay is well Cock'd, 

And Udders are Stroak'd ; 
bona Duck and Drake, 

| quack, quack, quack; 

ere Turkeys lay eggs, 
And Sows ſuckle Pigs, 
Oh! there I would paſs my Days. 
He On nought we will feed, 

She But what we do breed ; 
And wear on our backs, 


He The wool of our _ 


— 


— — = 


He 


PIII Ss to Purge Melancholy, 


She And tho' Linnen feel 
Rough, Spun from . wheel, 
Tis cleanly tho courſe it comes. 
He Town follies and Cullies, 
And Molleys and Dolleys, 
For ever adicu, and for ever ; 
She And Beaus that in Boxes 
| Lye ſmuggling their Doxies, _ | 
ith Wigs that hang down to their Bums. 


He Good b'uye to the Mall, 
The Park and Canal ; 
St. James's Square, 
And Flaunters there : 
The Gaming houſe too, 
Where high Dice and low, 
Are manag'd by all degrees: 
She Adieu to the Knight, . 
Was bubled laſt Night, 
That keeps a Blowz, 
And bears his ſpouſe; 
And now in great haſte, 
To pay what he's loſt, 
Sends home to cut down his Trees: 
He And well fare the Lad, 
She Improves e'ry Clad, 
He That ne'er ſet his hand, 
To Bill or to Bond, 13 
She Nor barters his Flocks, 
For Wine or the Pox, 
To chouſe him of half his Days: 
He But Fiſhing and Fowling, 
And Hunting and Bowling, 
His Paſtime 1s ever, and ever ; 
She Whoſe Lips when you buſs 'em, 
Smell like the Bean- bloſſom, 
Oh, he 'tis ſhall have my praiſe?” 


B 3 
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Pit rs fo Parge Mebinchob. 


He To Tavern where goes, 


Sow'r Apples and Slot 
A long adieu! I 
And farewel too, 

The Houſe of the Great, 

Whoſe Cock has no Meat, 
And Butler can't quench my Thirſt. 
$he Good b'uye to the Change, 

Where Rantepoles range; 


_ * © Farewel cold Tea, 


And Rattafee, 
Hide-Park too, where Pride 
In Coaches do ride, 
Altho' they be choak'd with Duſt, 
He Farewel the Law-Gown, 
She The plague of the Town, 
He And Foes of the Crown, 
That ſhould be run down, 
She With City-Jack-dews; 
That make Staple-Laws, 
To Meaſure by Yards and Els. 
He Stock-Jobbers and Swobbers, 
And Packers and Tackers, 
For ever adieu, and for ever; 


CHORUS. 


We know what you're doing, 
And home we're both going, 
And ſo you may ring the Del. 


7 | 


PII TS fo Purge Melancboh. 


The Moderate MA N. 
a pretty Tune, By the famous Signioy Corelli. 
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Tory, a Whi , and a. Moderate Man, 
A ober a Tak of ſtrong Ale 
met, in Ailesbury Vale, 


Where there liv'd a plump Laſs they call'd buxom 1 Nan: 


The 


PII 1s to Purge Melancholy: 3 


The Tory a Londoner proud and high, * 
The Whig was a Tradeſman plaguy ſly; 
The Trimmer a Farmer, but merry and dry, 
And thus they their Suit began : 
retty Nancy we're come to put in our Claim, , 
Reſoly'd upon Wedlocks pleaſing Game; 
Here's Jacob the Big, 
And Wiliam the Whig, 
And Roger the Grigg; | 
ly Lads, asc'er were buckled in Girdle faſt; . 
Say which you will chuſe, 
To tye with a Nooſe, 
or a Wife we muſt carry what e're comes'on't, . 
Then think upon't, 
You'll never be ſorry when y' have don't, © 
Nor like us the worſe for our Wooing ſo blunt, 


Then tell us who pleaſes beſt. - 


The Laſs who was not of the motion ſhy, 
The ripe Years of her Life 
353 wenty and Five: 
To the Words of her Lover ſtraight made reply, 
find you believe me a Girl worth Gold, 
And I know too you like my Coppy-hold; 
And ſince Fortune favours the brisk and the bold? 
One of ye I mean to try. 2 
But I am not for you nor S — Cauſe, 
Nor you with your H Hums and Hawes;-; 
No Facob the Bigg, a 
Nor Wiliam the Whigg,. 
pn But Roger the Grigg, 
ith his Mirth and mildneſs happily pleaſe me can; 
"Tis him I will chooſe, . 
For th'Conjugal Nooſe; 
So that. you the Church Bully may rave-and rant, 
And you may Cant, 
Till both are Impeacht in Parliament; 
'Tis Union and Peace that the Nation does want, 
So I'm for the Moderate Man. 


[1]] 
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40 Prt 1 s fo Parge Melancholy. 
The Saint at St. James's Chappel. 
A New Sons. 


PII : s to Pings Melanchoh. 
'® Sunday at St. James Prayers, 
The Prince and Princeſe, by, 
I dreſs'd with all my Whalebene 
Sate in the Cloſer nigh. 
I bent my Knees, I held my Book, 
I read the Anſwers o'er, 


But was perverted by a Look, - 
That Pierc d me from the Door. 


High tho hts of Heaven I came to uſe, 
And bleit Devotion there, 

Which gay young * — * me looſe, 
And other Raptures ſha 

He watch'd to lead me to an Chair, 
And bow'e with courtly grace, 

But whiſper'd Love into my. Ear, 
Too warm for that grave place. 


Lon, Love, cry'd he, by all Ador'd, 
* fervent Heart has won 

But I grown peeviſh at that Word, 
Deſir'd he would be gone: 

He went, whilſt I, that looks his way, 
A kinder Anſwer meant, 

And did for all my Sins that day, 
Not half ſo much repent. 
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4 New Son d. Tranſlated from the Italian. 
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Cant. Italian. 
IOVANI tt vl hi Sopere; 
L' Arte ſecreti d'un cruds Amor; 


In Cortefis ſcoltato un puoro, | 
L Ardente fuoco chi marde il Cor. 


Egia tre men ch una ſiteſ a, 


Le giadra Bella c# ogni lo ſs; i. 


Mi feci amanti d fus bell 


eee cee Tb 
4 


Quel ſua bel chilio coſci Gallante, 


Is Englih. 


Y E Beaus of Pleaſure, 


Can count Loves Treaſure, 
It's Joy and Smart; 

Ar my deſire, "ir 

With me retire, 

To know what fire, 
Conſumes my Heart: 

At my deſire, 

. With. me retire, 

To know what fire, 

. Conſumes my Heart. 


Whoſe Wir at Leaſure, 
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Three Moons that haſte dd, 
Are hardly waſted, a 
Since T was blaſted, 

With Beauty's Ray: 
po i 7 © GO SE SO SRD 
No Face ſo Roſie, :; 2 
No Jays Poſi c, 19 

So freſh andgay. ha © —_ 
Aurora, &c 


Her Skin by Nature, 
No Ermin better, 
Tho” that fine Creatures. © © 
Is white as Snow; 
With blooming Graces, N : 
Adom'd her Face is, 44 -- 

| Her flowing Treſſes, ITT I 

As black as Sloe. | 4 

Wirth, &. 4 


+ She's Tall and Slender, 
She's Soft and Tender, 2 = 
Some God commend her, — 
My Wit's too low: — 
Twere Joyful plunder, 
To bri under, | 
She's all a wonder, +4 
From: Top to Toe: . 
*T were . 5 &c. 
Te quote dull Pages, ; } 
That in all Age, Dr. 
N Minds wy * | 
o' great your is, 
So ſtrong the Will is, 
Love for Philly, 
uſt ever be. AO 
Tho? great, &c. * 


44 Px £1 $'fo Pwrgo. Nelanchoh. 


'A Ditty on a high Amour at St. James's. Se 
a Comical Tune. 
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Mouſe, 
— 105 


128 
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3 Lord Frog ts 
Croakledom hee 

Dwelling near St. James's 
Cocky mi Chari the ; 

Rode to make his Court one 25 

In the merry Month of May, 

When the Sun Shon id and . 
Twiddle come Tweedle twee. 
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P:t s fo Nuxe Mine. 
Lord Frog. 
Counteſs y*have three Daughters fine, 
Croakledom hee Croakledom ho; 
I'd fain make the youngeſt min,, 
Cocky mi Chari ſhe : 
I'm well made as ever was Male, 
Only bating one ſimple azle ; 


Pox upon't I've never a Taile, 
Twiddle come Tweedle twee. 


Lady Mouſe. 
Welcome Noble Peer to Town, 
Croakledom hee Croakledom hoz 
I'll trait call my darling down, 
Cocky mi Cari ſhe: 
So much wealth will fure prevail, 
vet I wiſh that you might not fail; 
Your fine Lordſhip had a Tail, 
Twiddle come T weedle twee. 


Lond Frog. 

Here She comes ſhall be my Spouſe, 
Croakledom hee Croakledom ho; 
If ſhe'll deſign to E my houſe, 

Cocky mi Cari the : 
T've a head where Love can plant; 
Tho? a trifling Tail I want; 
Will you fair one liking grant, 

T widdle come Tweedle twee. 


Miſe Mouſe. 

I can ne'er to one conſent, 
Croakledom hee Croakledom ho; 
Wants that needful ornament, 

Cocky my Cari me: 
Uncle Rat too ſo well known, 
That a ſwinger has on's own ; 
Ne'er will let me wed to none, 
Twiddle come Tweedle twee. 


15 
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Lord Frog, 

Sing I can't, my Voice is low 
Croakledom hee Croakledom ho; 
But for Dancing dare San:lew, 

Cocky mi Chari the : 
Than altho' my Bum be bare, p 
All muſt own tis ſmooth and fair; 
F've no Scars of Venus there, 

Twiddle come T weedle twee. 


Miſs Mouſe. 


When we treat you at our Cheeſe, 
Croakledom hee Croakledom ho; 
All that naked part one ſees, 

Cocky mi Chari me: 
Cover'd cloſe we creep and craw}, 
When you ſwim or diving fall : 
Fy for ſhame, you ſhew us all, 

T widdle come T weedle twee. 


Lord Frog. . 


Since y'are on theſe lofty ſtrains... 

Croakledom hee Croakledom ho; 

F]l get one ſhall value brains, 
Cocky mi Chari ſhe ; 


Miſs Mouſe: 


Now your Lordſhip idle prates, 
Thoſe that will have conſtant mates, 
Muſt have Tails as well as Pates, 
Twiddle come Tweedle twee. 
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17 
OCEAN's GLORY: | 

A Parley of the Rivers, 4 Royal O DR or 

ANTATA ; made in Honour of King Gzonxor's 


oronation. Set to Muſick by Dr. Pzevus cn, 
fter the Italian manner. 


[ Recitative. ] 


'me and Iſis joyn'd in one, 
Flowing with Cenubial Pride, 

e by fam'd Auguſta ran; 

oſting to the Ocean they 

o great Neptune ſeem'd to pray 
To ſend in the happy Tide. 


aughty grown, they ſeem'd to ſlight 
ient Humber, Sabrine fair, 

ſting, now they were to bear 

uch a bleſt, and glorious Weight, 
never preſt their Waves before : 

d thus their Joy reſounded to the Shore. 


Aire. ] 


your Streams be clearly waving, 
ORGE is come, Great Britain ſaving ; 
Dance, ye Fiſh, both great and ſmall ; 

tty Birds in Groves be ſinging, 

ive Deer in Lawns be ſpringing > 

Joyn in Pleaſure with us all. 


f Recitative. ] 


mbey renown'd, and bright Sabrine reply'd, 
e Ocean ſends the Loyal Tide, 
\N And Fate does you the greateſt Honour os 1 
C 
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We'll make our firm Allegiance good, 
With you, or:any erher Flood, 
o ſhame the Parties High and Low: | 
Unite large Rivers with each ſtrugling Spring, 
And ſhew great GEORGE, the way: to makes K 
Spe | rious At 


L re.] 


Plants and Flowers, the Sweets of Nature, 
| Cheering now each mortal Creature, 
Bleit with bright 4poZo's Beams; 
Spring and Summer fair and laſting, 
rget the Winter's blaſting; © 
Mounts of Snow, and frozen Streams. | 


a. 


4 
TWANGY” 
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TWANGDILLO. 


a Cl New Ballad. The Words made to the Tune of 
bK pretty Country Dance, call d the Hobby-horke. 


— 


$ | «avs mi a 
227 | 2 - 22ER 
5 x 2 7772 0 | 


| Olly Roger Twangdillo of Planden Hill, 
in his Chat Bod. N Re Pounds, 
at Oxen and Sheep, and a Barn well filł d, 
And a hundred good Acres of Ground; 
Which made ev'ry Maiden with Maiden-heads 
And Widows, tho! juſt ſet free, 
To wrangle and fret, and pump up their Wiz, 
To train to the Net, Twangdillom, Twangaillo, + 


(OY 72 angaillo, Tmangdills, yauog luſty . 


laden, 
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The firſt that brake Ice was a Laſs had been 
Born of a good Houſe, but decay d; ha 
Her Gon was new Dy d, and her Night-trail clear 
And to ſing and talk French had been breed; 
She'd dance Northern Nancy, 
. Ask'd Parler vous Franſay, 2 She 
That Hodge might her breeding ſee, 
She'd rowl her black 1 


Breath ſhort with a ſigh, m 
When e'er ſhe came nigh Twangdille, Twang, &c. 
The next was a Sempſtreſs of Stature Low, 3 
That — ſhe wanted a Male, | 
Her Hair as black as an Autumn Sloe, T 


And hard as a Coach-horſes Tail: 
She'd — 2 and Wheedle, 
And prick with her Needle ; A 
What d' Jack, what d' buy, cry'd ſhe? 
But now the brisk Tone, 


Is chang'd to a Groan, 


Ah! pity my moan, Twangdillo, Twang, &c. 
A miſty old Chamber-maid lean and tall, 

'The next as a Suitor appears, 

With a Tongue loud and thrill, but no Teeth 

For time had drawn them many Years: 

| Caſt Gowns and ſuch Lumber, 
Old Smocks without number, 

She bragg'd ſhould her Dowry ben,. 
Forty pair of Lac'd Shoes, +45 
Ribbons Green, Red and Blews, 

But all would not Nooſe Twangdillo, Twang, &c. 


The next was a Laſs of a Papiſh ſtrain, 
That Feſuite Whims had been taughr, 
She bragg'd they ſhou'd ſoon have King 7——7 agair 
Tho' her Spoufe was late hang'd for the Plot; 
The French would come over, ; 
And land here at Dover, K 
And all as they wiſh'd, would be; N 
The Jacobite Jade, 
Talk'd as if the was mad, 


In hopes to have had Twangdilo, Twang, &c. 


* 
at all, 
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intner's fat Widow then ſtraight was view'd, + 
hoſe Cuckold had pick'd up ſome Pelf : 


And lately had Poyſon'd himſelf, 
With Bumpers of Claret, 
No Souſe paying _ | ar 
Che'd Roger's Companion be; 
Strike Fiſt on the Board, 
Huzza was the Word, 

me Kiſs me ador'd Twangdillo, Twang, &c. 


t Roger reſoly'd not to be her Man, 
And fo gave a looſe to the next, 
e Niece of a Canting Bleer-Ey'd Nen Con, 
That ſtifly could canvaſs a Text. 
A Dame in Cheapſide too, | 
Would fain be his Bride too, 
And make him of London free; 
But no Laſs won'd down 
In Country or Town, 
purſe-proud was grown, Twangdille, Twang, &c. 


ill at laſt pretty Nancy, a Farmer's Joy, 
That newly a Milking had been, 
ound-fac'd, Cherry-cheek'd, with a ſmirking Eye, 
Came tripping it over the Green: 

She mov'd like a Goddeſs, 

And in her lac'd Bodice, 
A Span ſhe could hardly be; 

er Hips were plump grown, 

* = — a _ rown „ 
was ſhe that brought down Twangdilo, Twangdillo, + 
pangdille, Twangdillo, young luſty Twangdile, 
Twangdee. 3 


had kill'd half his Neighbouts with Wine he'd brew'd, 


22 PII IS to Purge Melanchoh. 


4 DIALOGLLE in the Opera for Mr. Leverid 
| Boors arguing about the Var. a 


ol 


— 


Swords and Guns are ratling, 


now, whilſt we 


— — — — — —-= | — 
Thour't ſave to the Pride of fome Boar of a Manner; | 


Fa 
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olin, 


5 


Fame, when I'm Cripra and Lame, or ſent packing 


or; 


Bruiſes, and Holes made by Fuxeer; or feediog on | 
| 
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5 — 
with a broad Sword thro' my Guts, Z—ns, » 


EEE HE 


a broad _ thro' my Guts. 


Coridon. | ſal 


Dull Fool rail no more at Cavaleering, 
What a damn'd Scandal it is, | 
To ſneak here at home, 

Grow mouldy with ace, 

When loud Fame calls thee out; 

Where bold Dragoons are Domineering, 

Thou'lt ſee fortune ready to befriend th 

If thou art wounded, 
For Honour and Valour, 
Preferment's propounded. 


Colin. 


I fear my Commiſſion, , 
Will | prove but a 2 
For when I am 
On Mines, where I'm pe TOY 
Tis fortyto one but I'm 1 frommyfurureComm 
8 th with _ 2000 ing. DB 
ance to ſca royling, 
; amn'd bit of Lead, * 
| 3a me quite thro the Head, 
How the Devil then ſhall I kiſs the Kin g's $ Hand, 
Zoons, how ſhall I kiGthe King's Han 


Corid 


\ 
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To the Second Part of the Tune. 
From Bullets:and Fire, 
Tho' oft we retire, - — 
Our wiſhes we Crown, 
When we enter a Town 
it is Rich, where the Laſſes are kind, 
| the Plunder's refreſhing and Cool. 
| F Collin. a . = $2 
But what if foul weather 
Won't let us come thither, 
The Trench full of Water, 8 
Then is it not better | N 
ſafe at home, and our Piow jobbers eee 


Coridon. 
Gad zooks you're a Cowardly Fool. 


New $ 0x. - On the bappy Acceſſion to the 
own, and coming. in of our Graczous So²m/ - 


rigs, King GEORGS. 
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B now let Joys inereaſe, 
Revel all: ig happy 2 

Royal George has croſt the: Seas, 

| Ye Natives homage tender ; 

Fate to ſave us made him haſt, 

Britain: Genius doubly Bleſt, 

And renown'd as wase'er in Ages paſt, 


The Saint our Iſles defender, 
Haden Peace that all muſt grant, 
Has been 


ſo long the Nations want, 
Glorious and brave ſome people vaunt, 
Has late ly fill'd our ſtory; 
But kind Stars ſo well provide, 
> this grand truth will ſoon be try'd, . 
For a Monarch is Reigning that will decide 
What is for | Britains glory. : 


— our late moſt Zealous Aid 
Th 


e French a lucky game have play d, 
"Tis now high time to help ons Trade, 


And mend our bad condition; 
You the fcoundaels charm'd with hope, 


L 


Moumſteur, ox the 
uncture much ſooner 
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ntle winds have ſwell'd his Sails, | 

ft the King with happy gales, 

ad the darling Prince of Woles, 
Our ſecond Faiths: defender; 

we ler jarring diſtords ceaſe, 

dw we're ſure of laſting Peace, 

ce the Right muſt ſer all our minds at caſe, 

d baulk the falſe Pretender. | 3 


1 * 3 
* 
- ® k 1 oy 
« * # * - #4 - 
* 
* 8 # - % p * — # % 
WM 


So Nd. Defign'd to be Sung between the Acts 
inthe Modern Prophets. To the foregoing T une. 


ow, now comes on, the Glorious Year, ' 
Britain has hope, and France has fear; 
is the War has coſt ſo dear 
He ſlyly Peace does tender: | ; 
t our two Heroes ſo well know 4.5 >- 9 a 69 
e breach of his Word ſame years ago, ” 
ey reſolve, they. will give him an blow, 
leſs he Spain Surrenders. 


alta to the Queen then ſtraight begin, 

) Marlborough the great, and to brave Eugene 
th them let Valiant . come in, 
Who late perform'd a wonder: 

en to the Ocean an offering make, 

0 boldly Carouze to brave Sir Jobs Leak ; 

o with Mortar and Cannon Mahon did take, 
made the Pope knock under. ' 


t up the Drum a new Alarm, 
e foe is cold, and we are warmz _ 
e Mounſieur's Troops can do no harm, 
Tho? they abound in Numbers 
h then once more and the War is done, 
re, Men and Boys will ſurely run 
uwe know we can beat em if four to one; 
ch he too well remembers. 


C 2 The 


- 


3 


: The Fart; 


Famous for its Satyrical Humour in 


of Queen ANNE, 
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the Nei 


h 
nc 


nc 


E Jacks of the Town, 
And JWhiggs of renown, 
Leave off your Jarrs and Spleen, 

And haſt to your Arms 

All thronging in ſwarms 
Be ready to guard the 
With a hum, bum, bum 


For laſt LOR D's-day, 
at St. James's they ſay, 
A ſtrange odd thing did chance, 
Which put into the News, 
All Holand would amuſe, 
But would make 'zm rejoyce in France; 
-With 4 hum, Cc. : # by ; 


o 
El 0 
* 
. 


* 


* 

o Th 
9 -. o 
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ich Commoner and Peer, 
Of both Houſes were there, 
d folks of each rank and Station, 
Had thither free recourſe, E 
From the Keeper of the Purſe, | 
o the Mayor of a Corporation; 
With a hum, &c. 


hen at Noon as in State 
The Queen was at Meat, 
nd the Princely Dane ſat by Her, 
A Fart there was hear'd, 
That the Company ſcar'd, 
a Gun at their Ears had been fir'd ; 
With a hum, &c. wo 
Mo 
hich Irre verent Sound 
Made em ſtare all around, 
nd in each Countenance lower, 
Whilſt judgment thereupon 
— it gy Bear be done, 
conting t veraign pow'r; 
With ” hum, &c. 


he Chaplain in place 

Had but juſt faid Grace, 
ind then cringing behind withdrawn 
When they call'd back; 


To examine if the Crack, - 


ame from him or the Lords in Lawn; ALE 
With a hum, &c. . 
or juſt by the Chair, | +% \ 
Some fat Biſhops were there, 1 
hom the Whigg boysfain would beſpatter, 7 Wl 
Who with a Sober look, | eg 
22 Declar'd upon the Book, 1 
bat the Clergy knew nought of the matter; | | 
Of the hum, &Cc. * 


C'3 
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But they would not ſwear, 

For the Parties were there, 
Of the High Church and the Low, 
Who from a mighty Zeal, 

For good © th commonweal 


Might let ſome of their Bagpipes blow ; 


With a hum, &c. 


At this when heard, : 
Late Comptroler ſtrokt his Beard, 
And declard with an Antique bow, 
He tho' of ſome nothing knew, 
Yet he would vouch for two, 
Himſelf, and his Brother John Hew 
For the hum, &c. ' 


Tor the Squire was well bred. 


And his Key might have had, 
But refus'd for an old State Trick, 


And that he that had made Sport, 


With Places of the Court, 


Now reſolv'd upon Wharton's white tick; FP 


With a hum, &c. ' 


When this was done, 


And the Crime not yet known, | 


Came a Law Peer to plead the Caſe, 
How they had no intent, 
To affront the Government 


Nor had he to regain the Mace; 
3 


With à hum, 


A Garter and Star, 
Next cenſure did bear, 
Who for all he lookt ſo high, 
And carry'd it ſo great, 
In Intrigues of the State, 
Yet might condeſcend to let fly 
” & © i © 3 


But 
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t he, in a heat, : | 
Said the thing in debate, 
pos'd on Each ſex might be, 
And would have made it clear, 
That ſome Dutchefles there, 


ere as likely to do't as he; 
With a hum, &Cc. 


ze Colour then roſe, 
Mongſt the noble Furbelows, 
os os f ou ws, ives, 

o declar'd upon r rep, 
They ne'er made ſuch a ſt 8 
reer did ſuch a thing in their Lives 
As @ bum, &c. 


t the Gigling rout, 

That were waiting round about, 

was likely were heedleſs Jades, 

So that ſaving their own fame 

They agreed upon the ſham, 

> have tura'd it upon the poor Maids ; 
With a hum, GC. | 


all drown'd in Tears, 

Charg'd the Ladys there in years, 

tell truth if that Hidevns rore 
So Thunder. like Tent, | 
From Audacious Fundament, 

uld conſiſt with their Virgin bore ; 

With a hum, &. 


ho anſwering no, 
All diſputes fell too, | 

Ir now they believ'd it was reaſon, 
To paſs the matter of, 

As a Joke, and in a 


With a hum, &c 


But Cc 4 - 


ce they ne'er could make it Hich Treaſon ; 


So 
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So that turning the Jeſt, 

They agreed it at laſt, 

That nought from the Preſence did come, 
But the noiſe that they heard, 
Was ſome Yeoman o'the Guard, 

That brought Diſhes into the next Room ; 
With a hum, &c. 


- But the truth of the ſound he 
Not at all could be found, 
Since none but the doer could tell, hat 
So that huſhing up the Shame, 
The Beef-cater bore the blame, 
And the Queen, God be prais'd, din'd well; *Y 


With a hum, hum, hum, hum. | 


Na Pa Pe on $a REA ASCAEASS RE tg 8 7 7 NN 0 
eee 


The Second Part of the FAA T; 
Or the Reef-eaters Appeal to My, D' UAH 
[ To the ſame Tune. ] 


YE Peers that in State, . 


Now with Commons. are met, 
To right both the Weak and the Strong, 
repare to redreſs. ee 
A poor Beef-eater's Caſe, 
Who has had a moſt damnable wrong; 
By a hum, &c. 
** Jarring I know, 
wixt the High-Church and Low, 
Does your- dear valu'd hours ingroſs, 
et mine is ſuch a caſe, 
That I beg it may take place, 
As ſoon as the Speaker is choſe, WONT 
With a hum, &c. 


lat 


ul 
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tho' I'm no Lord, 

Nor to Senate preferr'd, 

et my Priviledge I'll maintain, 
And as free-born of the Land, 
You my wrong ſhall underſtand, 

hich There will undaunted explain; 

Of a hum, &c. 


he Fart you late heard, 
Laid to one of the Guard, 

hat of late did the Court Surpriſe, 
'Tis prov'd was not his, 
As Informers did ſs, 

ut a Females of his Jolly ſize; 
With a hum, &c. * 


he thing came out thus, 

Near to Buckingham Houſe, 
nd the Morro all Fancies excelling, - 
Near the Ancient Pal-mall, 
The Park, and Canal, 
vo Buxom young Ladies were dwelling 3 - 
With a hum, &. 


lated ſo near, 


It does plain] _ 

1 roms ttom did come, 
The one thin and lean, 
As a Garden French Bean, 

d the tother as round as a Drum; 
With a hum, &. © 


e Elder when dreſs'd, 2 
And her Belly ſtraight-lac'd, 
ſhe ſtoop'd from behind muſt Roar, 
The Younger” as frail, 
If ſhe laugh'd' at any Tale, 
Pold not keep in the Juicer before; - 
1 With a whiſſe, bum, &c. 


Fe c 


* 
8 
= 
* 
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* 


Strange 
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—_ quarrels had paſt, | 
Twixt the firſt and the laſt, 
And _ Tongue combats had been, 
For the Youngeſt well knew, 
BY 3 her Si = that | Blew, 
ate B as me he 1 
With _— &c. by 1 Queen; 


But letting that go, 
Since Winds paſs too and fro, 
As Fate ſoon the Caſe made plain, 
By a Viſit they made, | 
To a haughty Cat Jade, 
Who a Page had to hold up her . 
With a hum, &c. 


Who when at her Gare, 
She the Siſters had met, | 
Bowing low with her back- bone crump, 
As ſhe gave a Salute, 
Tother ſtooping to dot, 
Gave a proof ſhe was looſe in for a 
By a hum, &c. | 


Which unfortunate noiſe, 
Made her Siſter rejoyce, 
And as nothing more could come, 
With a laugh ſcrew'd high, 7 
She was ready to die, 
As ſhe follow'd her into the Room; 
W:th a hum, &c. 
Bur oh, diſmal lot, A N 
Her own Cafe the forgot, Mrs 
Fer juſt as a filly Foal piſſes, 
When ſhe romping does paſs, 
O'er the gay ſpringing ras, 
So the Room was 2 with $ §. 


And a whiſſe, hum 
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he Dame of the Houſe, Crone als bed 
That perceiv'd this ab via A oT 

om Paſſion could not — 0 1 
As knowing what was dropp'd, _ 
Could not eaſily be mopp'd, 

ing mixt with a Stercus humain; 
And a hum, &c. 


d ſtrongly perfum 
To Inbbem ir; Dan's 1 
ow the Nymphs in the days of Yore; 
Who were cle inclin'd, 
Us'd a Cer for behind, | 
nd a Spung for the bs Crapay before; 
With a whifſe, &c. | 


ome RaZcliff, come Hans, 
From the Vine, or from Manns, + * — 

dme Morley 22 mend this matter, 8 
And 7 theſe prove vain, : 
Come Occult Chamberlain, 

Jeep learn'd in the Secrets of Nature; 

And 4 hum, &c. 


ome Blackmore, come Mead, 
Come Sir William Read, 


late by the, Soveraign grac'd, 

And peeping in their Tails, 
Quickly cure theſe - Siſters Alls, 
me five Inches under the waſt, 

Of a whiſſe, hum, &c. 


| the Secret to trace, | 
Manage both private ways, - 
ho' I mean not the ways of a Sinner, 

That fhe who does Trump, 

Through defect in her rump, 
ever more may Perfume the — * 17 
With 4 hum, &c. q 


Ad 
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And ſhe that is found, #5 keen — 
To be Juicy and - ſound; 1 

And each Night fills her two white Pots, 
May no more by a BE: 
That has oft made her bluſh, 

Deck the Room with her true Lovers knots ;; 
And a whiſſe bum, whiſſe- hum. © 


S .. 


The Nox TREIN Reſenter. : 


A:Sonc, made to a Scotch Tune calld Robi 
the Highlander. 


1 


r 
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E Brittons aw, 
Who are moulding the Law, 

your uſe as occaſion is fitting; 

What a Deel did yon gain, 

By late muckle pain, . 
n our Peers were — from: rings ; 
Woons, dant we know, 

That a few Years ago, * 

ye plas * Roſe with the Thiſtle; 
m any Flower, 

in your pow'r, 


nth a Whiſtle... 


„That — 


' we now are ſcarce worth 


ud feth we ſee, 


50 ut - woons, 
Say. our, II near _ Tweed. 
. if no brave Caledonian; 
Made a Lord by the Queen, * 
Mayn't do like the Sixteen, 
| awa. with the reſt .of the U==-n; 
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e long Whitſon Holliday, 
Holliday, Holliday, 'twas a Jolly day ; 
g Ralph, Buxom Phillids, Phillids, a welladay, 
Met in the Peas: | . 
long had community, 
lov'd her, ſhe _ _ 5 
1 Unity, nought but Opportun 
ſcanting was wanting their boloms to Eaſe: 
now Fortunes Cruelty, Cruelty, 
will ſee, for as they lye, F 
loſe Hugg, Sir Domine Gemini, Gomind, 
chanc'd to come by ; | 
read Prayers i'th' Family, 
way now to frame a Lie, | 
ſcar'd at old Homily, Homily, Homily, 
both away fly. 


ve, ſoon as he ſaw the Si ht, full of Spight 
Kite runs the — Pight, 


a noiſy ' rite, Hypocrite, Hypocrite 
miſchief to Tay 7 a 


he, wou'd fair Philida, Philids, Phillids: 
ſt char Holy day, — 
lladay, welladay, welladay, 


poor Ralph, Ah we 
_ turn'd was away, X 
ni 77 crys Sir Domini, Gemini, Gemini, 
Il a Rogue ſta 201. 


Y, 
baulk me as commonly, commonly, commonly, 
has heen his way, 


ey no nought to blame me by, 
read Prayers and Homily, Homily, Homily, 
three, thmer' a day. 9 
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4 WH rng the Duke of Marlboro 
with Three Glaſſes ts ; ending with a St 
Honour of the Prince of Hanover, and I 
Eugene; made on the occaſion of the lats 
rious Victory at Audenard, 


e 


Ing air Martbermgh's Story, 
Mar: of the Field, 
THe paſſes the Scheld ; 3 
And to increaſe his Glory, 
The French all fly or yields . 


Vendit 
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po drew out to ſpite him, | 
Th' Houſhold Troops to fright him, 
Princeso'th' Blood, \ 
Gor off as they cou'd, 
Bur ne'er durſt return to Fight him. 


This 15 the year of Wonders, 
The Gen d' arms Gor' 
With Bullet and Sword, 
Quake when the General Thunders + 
Almanzs'was the Word; 
Sound the Trumpet Sound Boys, 
the ßen This to his Health be crown d Boys, 
Circle his Brows 5 
With freſh Oaten boughs, : 
And thus let the Glaſs go round Bdys. 


: the ad Now we made a Motion, 

; and put Eugene the Brave 

the 4h. A Second ſhall have, 
And could we tope an | 
His due we hardly give: | 
Still there's one more muſt be Boys, 
Hannover makes em up three Boys, 
Three in a Hand, 

t the 3d I'll drink to my Friend, 

. And ſo let us all agree Boys. 


i 


2 
+ 
K 
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4 New Son in Honour of the Gloriow 
ſembly at Court, on the Quan: Birtb- day; 
to a pretty Scotch. Tune, 
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Hen Love fair hebe made his Choice, 
eve ſent Mercury from the Skies; 
To ſummon all the Deities, 
To a divine Col lation: 
Sol with ſweet Aurora came, 
Vulcan with his charming Dame, 
And Iris put on a Robe of Flame, 
Streakt with a freſh Carnation : 
d a Mantle full of Moons and Stars, * 
rut had a Trophy Gown a preſent made by Mary ; 
oyder'd o'er with Swords and Guns and Imple- 
: (ments of Wars, 
With Triumphs of many a Nation. x 


Yet tho? adorn'd in their bright Aray, 
Shining Glorious, freſh and Gy, 
Las a trifle all to Queen vn: Birth-day, 
Should they compare in Splender : 
Every Duke and Dutcheſs here, . 
gh. each Goa and — there, — 
or could their Joy with ours compare, 
Shewn to our Faiths Defender : 
tates-man that talks on the Wool-ſack big, 
 buſle to the Opera, as merry as a Grig, 
Jagle there a Tory tall, or a pretty little Whig, 
Defying the Pretender. 


The 
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The great Eugene, whoſe renown does ſou 
Well deſerving the Sword he wore, 
Were Diamonds valu'd at ten times mo 
Thought he beheld a wonder: 
„Senates Jars he late has ſeen, 
High and Low exalt their Spleen, 
But here in Reverence to the Queen, 
Both ſides truckle under : 
Joy, from this Minute ſhall each hour increaſe, 
And Europe find the Benefit of Honourable Peace, 
And he like Jove the dire effect of bloody War 


( 
And lay aſide his Thunder. 


” A Sword preſented him by the Queen of great Val 


„ e eee 


4- Conyvcat Love. | 
Mads on a Man of Quality and bis Lady, t 
e 
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Kent ſo fam'd of Old, 
loſe by the famous Kno, APPS | 
ain a Goddeſs told, 1 | 
An Am'rous ſtory : "thy 
lent ſo fam'd of Old. 
by the famous XKne/, 
Wain a Goddeſs told, 
An Am'rous ſtory : ) 
he, theſe —2 * 8, 
Kings contend N. 
r Love be does raiſe, 
Beyond their Glory ; 


Cry'd 
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Cry'd he theſe Jarring 
When Kings contend for _ 
WW he theſe Jarring Days, 
en Kings. contend for Bays, 
Tur rs my Soul, &c. | 


My Life my Lovely dear, 
Whilſt you are Smiling here, 
The Plants and Flow'rs appear, 
More Sweetly charming : 
The Sun may ceaſe to. Shine, 
And may his pow'r reſign, | 
Your Eyes give rays Divine, 
All nature warming: 
The Sun may ceaſe to Shine, 
And may his pow'r reſign, 
The Sun may ceaſe to Shine, 
And may his pow'r reſign, 


Nur Eyes give, &c. 


She made a kind return, 

That Loutk, — — 

This Yout Ought Oes burn. 
To bring her under: — 

But as they home ward mov d, 

And walk'd, and talk'd, and Lov'd, 4 

I found his Spouſe ſhe rov d. 
That was his wonder; 

But as they homeward mov'd, 

And walk d- and talk d, and{Lov'd, 

But as they homeward mov'd, - 

Andwalk'd, and talk'd, and Lov 10 

1 ck his " Spouſe Sc. 


. 
CJ # - Y 
SB, „10 


all 


le. 


* 
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alogue in the Comedy of the Bath, or the 
ſtern Laſs : Sung by Ar. Burdon and Mrs, 
cas. The Tune by Mr. Akeroyde. 


e. WH Beauty do I ſee, 
that Heart and Soul commands, 
Sweet Madam, honour me, 
with leave to kiſs your Hand. 


e. Oh good, a Man, I ſwear! * 

and begs my Hand to kiſs, 
Methinks I'm pleas'd to hear 
he does not call me Miſs. 


le. Your Eyes, ſweet Lady ſhine ſo bright, 
And Pmr wounded at firſt Sight, 
My Heart does throb, 
I figh and fob, 
And am like one juſt flain, 
Unleſs you Pity ſhow, 
And Life reſtore again. 


nz. Nay, Sir, good Sir go 
I —— whar you mean. 
You: talk of a Wound 
Hy my you have found; 
_ I — nar ; 
Any Hurt can give: 
Foc 1 look in: — 8 
And-it is as it was, TAS NEG 
And your Body is ſound and whole. 
e. Loves Wounds are all within, 1 £h.1 
whoſe Pangs the Breaſt controuls 


Like Lightning paſs the Skin; 
and blaſt the very Soul. 


le. Why fare, this Love, this dreadful Word, 
Is then ſome ſharp. and pointed Sword: 


Or is't a Snake, Or ist à Bird, 2s 
That, will pick out my Eyes, 


He. Go 
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He. Go with me, you'll perceive 
in Love a Treaſure lies, 


She. I'll ask my Mother leave, 
and follow in a Trice. 


He. No, na, no not a Word, 

I I can better afford 
You the Love, if you'll go 
Where your Mother don't know ; 
For if the ſhould be croſt, 
All the Treaſure is loſt, | 

And I conjure for Love in vain ; 

The Circle you embrace 
Ils where it muſt be done. 

She. Oh Lard, the Devil you'll raife, 

1 But catch me if you can. 


F 
Let the dreadful Engines. In Orph, Bri 
AS o NG. Set by My. Henry Purcell. 


E T the dreadful Engines of eternal Will, 
The Thunder roar, and crooked Ligne 
My Rage is hot, is hot, is hot as theirs, as fatal t 
And dares as horrid, and dares as horrid, horrid 
Execution do. 21 

Or let the frozen North its Rancour ſhow, 
Within my Breaſt far, far greater Tempeſts 
Deſpair's more cold, we cold than all 
7] can blow: N 


Can nothing, can nothing warm me, 
Can nothing, can nothing warm me, 
yes, yes, yes, yes Lucinda's Eyes, 
yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, Yes, Lucinda's Eyes; 
Ves, yes, yes, yes, yes Lucinds's Eyes, 
_ . rw . hare +1 ſis 
there, there, there, there, there Yeſſivic li 
To furniſh Hell with Flames, that mounting, 
mounting reach the Skies. 1 


55 


Pow'rs, 
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nothing, can nothing warm me, 
nothing, can nothing warm me, 
yes, yes, yes, yes Lucinda Eyes, 


es, yes, YES, YES, yes Lucinda's Eyes. 
, [ ad —.— her Name, p 
ſee how all the Meteors flame ; 
Lightning flaſhes round the Court of Sol, 
now the Globe more fiercely burns, 

once at Phaeton: Fall. 


ah, where, where are now, 
re are now thoſe flow'ry Groves, 


re Zephirs fragrant Winds did play; 


where are now, where are now, 

e are now thoſe flow'ry Groves, 

re Zephirs fragrant Winds did play, 
re guarded by a Troop of Loves, 
fair, the fair Lucinda ſleeping lay, 
re ſung the 2— and Lark, 
nd us all was ſweet and Gay, 

ne er grew ſad 'till it grew dark, 
nothing fear'd but ſhortning Day. 


dw, I glow, I glow, but 'tis with hate, 


muſt I burn, why muſt I burn, 
muſt J burn for this ingrate, 
, why muſt I burn for this ingrate ; 
cool it then, cool it then, and rail, 
nothing, nothing will prevail, 
na Woman Love pretends, 
but till ſhe gains her Ends, 
for better and for worſe, 
r Marrow of the Purſe, 
re ſhe jilts you o'er and o'er, 
es a Slattern or a Whore, 
Hour will teaſe, will teaſe and vex, 
will cuckold you the next ; 83 


D 
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yes, yes, yes, Yes, yes, yes Lucinds's Eyes, 
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They were all contriv'd in-Spight, - — | 
To torment us, not delight, 
But to ſcold, to ſcold, to ſcratch-and bite, 

And not one of them proves right, © 

But all, all are Witches by this Light, 

And ſo I fairly bid em and the World good night, 
Good night, good night, good night, 

Good night, goed night. 


* 
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A New Ode, or Dialogue, between Mars | 
God of War and Plutus, or Mammon (6 
of Riches ; made for the Entertainment of 
Grace the Duke of MARLIBOROVU OR, 
General Officers, by the Right Honomrabl: 
Robert Bedingfield, then Lord Ager, andi 
Honourable the Court of Aldermen-in the Mu 
Set to Muſick by My. Weldon, and perfo 
by Mr. Elford and Mr. Leveridge, Dect! 
—, 1706, | Pf bet 


” 
* 


Mart. Rom Glorious Toyls of War, 
— With dazling Banners brought from 


Behold, behold, L 
Firſt Move. Thou potent God of Gold, 7 
ment with My Hero by the Warriours follow d, con Ce 
Violins, repare a Royal Feaſt. he: 
= rreat the =_ Gueſt; 
| y gorgeous Purſe un 

:-- mining Medals fly, * 

To give em joyful Welcome to their eb 
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Mammon e' er unlocks the Store, Mammon. 
d deals — __ _ = ſacred Ore, 
Soul things here below ; 
o Thas baffles Crowns, 2d Aeve- 
And raiſes Towns, ment. 
e Will controuls, and makes a Friend a Foe. 


firſt muſt know for what he pays, 
ce for Deſert alone he turns the Keys; 
Meritthen inſpire each Voice and Tongue, 

pare to hear, for charming is the Song, Mars, 
pare to hear, Oc, 


bt, 


1 Here both ſing the two laſt Lines.] 

The Power of Gallia ſhaken, Mars. 
rs f Ramillies Trophies taken, | 
* Proud Flanders too ſubjected, 34 Meve- 


And Belgian States pr otected, ment with 


th daily Wonders ſtill moreſtrange& great, 7y,mpers. 
o high for Praiſe, too — repeat. 19 


As Noble Merit claims Regard, Mammon. 
To prove I always am prepar'd; 
' — renown'd Eugene; 


, Mars. 
w ſpeedy Bounty did your Wiſh purſue, Mamma. 
d golden Seraphs to his Succour — a 
t ſav'd the ſinking Cauſe; 
I do, I do, Mars. 


this ador'd, Divinity is true. 


Beyond the Alpine Mounts of Snow, umme. 
Far as the Banks of ancient Po, 

Cordial Coyn was ſent, O happy Chance, 

heal their E Troops, and ſend a 


t; [Plague to France; + 
y; Wt be the happy Hour the News was Mary. 
brought 


T , 
i be the Great Exgene that bravely fought, Mammon. 
D 2 The 
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The happy Hour, 
_ The Great Eugene, 
The happy Hour, 
1 The Great Eugene; 
Bleſt be the happy Hour, Cc. 
| [ Both ſing the two laſt Lines.] 
Mammon Now Sons of Art, ye tuneful Muſes call, 
and Mars And ſing the Galick Tyrant's Fall, 
teget her. In ſoaring Alts his Grand Ambition ſhew, 
Then let your Baſes fink him down as low 
In Conſort next Celeſtial Voices raiſe, 
And be the Chorus ſtill, our God-like Generi 
In Conſort next, &. [Praiſe 
{ Here's a General Chorus of Voices and In 
ments. 


Ke Mart. By him, to my Prophetick Soul appears 
Alafting Joy, that crowns 1 5 
The valiant, the ſucceſsful Deeds 
Of him, and the Renown'd he leads 
Will be eterniz'd, to the utmoſt Shore, 4 
Mammon. Then to regale the Chiefs, take all my Ston 
All, all my Wealth, is a Reward too poor 


7 


Another Sweet Peace like Paradice is blooming, 
Movement And Halcyon Days in Proſpect coming; 2 
with The rural Swains, with War affrighted, = 
Flutes, With roſie Nymphs ſhall ſing delighted; 
And whilſt their harmleſs Flocks are bleati 


Soft Tales of Love be ſtill repeating. 
Mars. But firſt bring Gali/a down, 
Mammon. And fix the Spaniſh Crown: = 
Mars. From Bourbon keep the Swede, 
Mammox, Drive Philip from Madrid: 
Mars. Let Scotland baniſh Spleen, * 


Aammon. And Albion guard their Queen: 
| Theſe oys, that as a Vigon now appear, 
All, al | come to paſs, and crown 
„ Th' approaching Glorious Year. 
[Here's 4 5 Chorus of Voices and Inf 
mens. 
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The Scotch Lo VAR at Epſom. 


Oe is me, what mun I doe, 
Drinking waters I may rue; 

Since my heart ſoe muckle harm befel, 

Wounded by a bonny Laſs at Epſom well. 
Iſe ha bin at Dalkeith Fair, . 
Seen the Charming Faces there, 

But all Scotland now gone feth defye, 

Sikea lipp to ſhew, and lovely rowling Eye. 


Jennys skin was white, her fingers ſmall, 
Moggy ſhe was ſlender ſtraight and tall, 
But my Love berg bears away the Bell from all; 
For her I Sigh, 
For her I dye, 
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In a Wild diſpair: 
er Man in Woman took ſuch joy, 
ver Woman was to man ſo coy, 
She'll not be my hony, 
For my Love or mony, 
lladay, what Torment I mun bear. 


en Iſe to the Lottery gang, 
ere the Ladds and Laſſes throng ; 
at I loſe alas, I never care, 
my heart, and ſoul, were won before by her: 
Or when Raffling is her choice, 
or the E Silver Toyes; 
en wiſh, the Dice may all run low, 
zd of loſing that I may oblige her ſo: 
what muckle difference is there found 
the pliant Girles of London Toon, 
Beſſe, and Pegg, and Mol, 
And Kate, and Sue, and Df, 
The fair and ſmall, 
The Brown and tall; 
Will aw come too: 
an will boggle at five hundred Pound, 
an refuſe a fine Embroyder'd Goon, 
Aw will ſhew their nature, 
But this Croſs grain'd creature, 
en take her, friend— what mun I do. 
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4 Sono is wy Hu calls the Rich 
Heireſs: Sung by Mr, Pack. 


„ BIn . vt 
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Aiden freſh as a Roſe, | 
Young buxome and full of jollity, 

e no Spouſe among Beaur, 

ond of their Rakin quality 3 

who wears a long buſh, 

All powder'd down from his Pericrane, 

d with Noſe full of Snuſh, 

dnuffles out Love in a merry vein. 


ho to Dames of high place, 

Do's prattle like any Parrot too, 
with Doxies a brace 

t Night, piggs in a Garret too; 
imony out- run, 

To make a fine ſhew to carry thee, . 

inly Friend thou'rt undone, 

f ſuch a Creature Marry thee. 


n for fear of a bribe, 

Df flattering noiſe and vanity, 
ik a Lad of our Tribe, 

ell ſhew thee beſt humanity ; - 
ſhy, thou wilt find Love, 

n civil as well as ſecular, 

when Spirit doth move, 

e have a gift particular. 


o' our graveneſs is pride, 
hat boobys the more may venerate, 
that gets a Rich bride, ; 
an jump when he's to Generate; 
then goes the diſguiſe, 
To bed in his Arms he'll carry thee, 
en to be happy and wiſe, 
Lake Yea and Nay to "_ thee, 
1. # 
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A New Soo. 


Mad: on the late Glorious Battle and Vi 
gain d over the French by the Duke of M 
borough aud Prince Eugene; and. alſo 
taking of Mons. 


—— TEE — — — 


. 
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Ow Cannon ſmoke clouds all the sky, + 
And through the gloomy wood ; 
om ev'ry Trench the bougers fly, 
ſmeer'd with duſt and Blood: 
hilſt valour's palm, is ours in fight, 
d Mons to terms we bring; 
t bragging Boxffers vainly write, 
Ile wonders to the King: 
te reſolves ro end the war, 
d Lewis like a falling ſtar, 
ough late he ſate on high, 
meteor of the sky, 
all from his place remove, 


hilſt Europe o'er does rove 
ich welcome olive branch, the b Dove. 


Ap 


—— — — T. — 
— — — — — — — — — m 
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Hail mighty Marlborough, great Eugene 
Thanks for _ glorious toile 255 : 
And mongſt the beſt of Marſhal men, 
Naſſau and brave Argyle : 
Warriours in honours bed who lye, 
Whoſe fame ſhall ever ſpring, 

Take for reward perpetual joy ; 

Whoſe great renown we ling : 

Mounſieur, Moumſfeur, leave off Spain, 
To think to hold it is in vain, 

Thy Warriours are too few; 
Thy Martials muſt be new, 
Worſe loſſes will enſue: 
Then without more ado 
Be wiſe, and ſtrait call home, Petite Anjou. 


Forty long years thou haſt in gore 

Been dabling up and down; 

Seek now Imperial Crowns no more, 
Rut you to ſave thy own: 

Sweaen the buckler to thy arm, 
Fomenter of the war ; 

Who kept thy blind Ambition warm, 
Flyes from the frozen Czar : 

Fill then a glafs each Brittiſb heart, 
From this great Health let no one ſtart ;. 
Here's to our happy Queen, 

To Marlborough and Eugene : 

And thoſe that ſhortly mean, 

To wade the River Sein, 

Tis, tis a Cordial rare to cure the Spleen. 


7 
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Lyrical VaA SES; 


le in honour of the Nobility and Gentry Aſ- 


embling on the firſt day of March 17:4, Being 
be — ay of St, David: Alſo the 
Pirth-day of ber Royal Higbueſatbe PRINCESS 
ritten, Set to Muſick, and humbly Addreſsd 
y T. DUzexr. 


S far as the glittering God of day 
Extends his radiant light ; 
iſplay, 


| Britain her Glory will 
In every Action bright: 
e Fleur de liſe, and Engliſh Roſe, 
May boaſt of their Antique tales;. 
the Leek with the greateſthonourgrows, 
For the laſting renown of ales. 


yain all our Muſical Bards did ſeek, 
To know whence this glory ſprung; 
r timeout of mind has the famous Leck 
In Tuneful Verſe been ſung : 
the Tentons allow'd, and victorious Rome, 
And the brave Black Prince ne'er fails ;. 
ae Battle of old by this Signal o'recome, 
To exalt the renown of Wales. 


te brave Britiſh Heroes did often appear, 
Recorded in Golden lines, 
iwalader firſt led the van without fear, 
With whom Conan and Griffeth joyns: 
We'll give them their due, 
— muſt now find — _— 
our valiant young Prince bring in play; 
Who by Ts divine, 
Proves, he's fated to ſhine. 
In a ſphere, as ſerene as they. 


vi 
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Let Cinthia give up her Reign of the Night, 
And abſcond in the — ſeas; 1 
The Princeſs that power muſt claim as her · right 
If Beauty has power to pleaſe: 
The Goddeſs confeſt, 
All our hearts has poſſeſt; 
And will more every Age o'ercome, 
By her temper that charms, 
And adorably warms, 
And her brace of young Angels at home. 


Shine out then bright Star, and whilſt Nations fron 
All unite to applaud thy worth; 
We ſounding aur joys, 
With a general voice, - * 
Bleſs the Day that firſt gave the Birth: 
To George and his race, 
Let Pretenders give place, 
Whereſoe'er they are known or ſeen, 
And when he ſoars on high, twill to them be ſome 
| Who ſurvive to ſee thee a Queen. 


SA S 


An Ons on the Anniverſary of the Que: 
Birth. Set to Mufick by My. Henry Pun 
April zoth, 1690. ”— 


Al my Muſe, and to thy tuneful Lyre, 
Compoſe a mighty Ode: 
Whoſe Charming Nature may Inſpire 
The Boſom of ſome liſtning God 
To Conſccrate, thy bold Advent'rous Verſe, 
And Glor ns Fame diſperſe [+7 ul 
O're the Wide Confines of the Univerſe ; 
Ye Sons of Muſick raiſe your Voices high: 
And like your Theme be your bleit Harmony: 


' 
Cur 
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Sound all your Inſtruments & charm the Earth; 
Upon this Sacred day of Glorians's Birth. : 


[Second Movement.]- 


abt, 


See how the Glittering Ruler of the 
From the cool Boſom of the Sea, Day, 
Drives, Drives with ſpeed away, 
And does attending Planets all 
To wanton Revels Call, 
Who from the Starry Eaſt and Weſt; 7 
To Celebrate this day make haſt, | 
And in new Robes of Glory dreſt | 

Dance in a Solemn Ball, 

ru. Hail gracious Gloriana Hail; 
ay every future year 

Row on, unknown to Care; 
May each propitious Morn ariſe 
Bright as your vertue, charming as your Eyes, 
Andeachſucceeding hour newpleaſuresbrong! 

To make the Muſes yearly ſing : 

8 Hail, Al Hail, 
Brighteſt and beſt of Queens, 2 Hail. 
And though the times diſtreſs, to Warsalarms 
Calls the JIov'd Monarch from your Arms; 
Your Phæbiu does to lower Spheres decline, 
Only to Riſe again, and with more (ine f 
me. 


me 


[Third Mevement.] 


To quell his Countries Foes 

Behold, the God-like Hero goes, 

Fated and born to Conquer all, 

Both the great, vulgar and the ſmall, 

To hunt the Savages from Dens: 

To teach em Loyalty and Sence: 

And ſordid Soulsof the true FaithConvince. 
The But ah, I ſee * Euſebia drown'd in Tears; 
-urch, The ſad Euſebia mourning Wears, 


And 
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Chorus. 
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And in dejeCted State 

Thus moans her hapleſs Fate ; 

Ah wretched me, muſt Cæſar for my{ 

Theſe fatal dangersundertake. 

No, no, ye awful Powers, no, no, 

Fate muſt ſome meaner force Employ, 
Fate muſt not let him go; 

But Glory cryes go on;. 
On, on, Illuſtrious Man; 

Leave not the Work undone, 

Thou haſt ſo well begun. 

Go on, great Prince go on. 

See, See, all Errope bend their eyes 
On thy great enterprize: - 

Advance thy dazling Shield, 
And haſt then to the Field; 

Haſt, haſt, to Honour and Renown, 


Honour, that on a Heroe's brow 
(brighter chan a 


Chorus of A. 


Exalt, exalt, your Voices high, 
And with your thilful melody: 
Raiſe Gloriana's grief to Foy : 
Bring warbling Lutes to huſh her Caves, 
Bring moving Flutes to Charm her cars. 
Ah! may their ſoftning Influence 
Tach paſſion Calm, pleaſe every ſence : 
never, — let her Mourn; 


Great Czſar's Abſence ſhort will be, and C 
| (Au Ro 
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Meck Addreſi to the French K 1 N 6. 


. Occaſioned by the two Glorious V. 
at Donawert, and Hochſtet, by bis Grace 
Duke of ManxLlBOROU GH and Prince 
GENE, The Inne by Mr, Corbet. 
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OS Lewis muſt thy Frantick Riot 
Still all Zarope vex? 
Methinks 'tis high time to be quiet, 
Now at - op Six: Det 
Thou late haſt Acted, as Diſtracted, 
Placing Philips Crown, Poi 
And faith if that I, can Prophecy, 
Thy own is tumbling down : 
For now thy Flower of Arms are loſt, 
7 — Em - — — 7 in poſt at 
trembling Genſa arms off wi 2 
When Engliſh Cannons roar : 
And whilſt Tallard and others frown, 
To play their captive Scene, 
The fates with Oaken Garlands crown-- 
Great Mariborough and Eugene. 


I 
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pus, vile, and abject ſtate, 
Tru, Fa 
rincely ſtation forc'd of late, 
rye now baſely thee: 
tter d Race to corners fled, 
e having means for Life, 

or their poor diftreſsful bread, 
ding to his Wife: | 
nn inrag'd, his Country gon, 
Plots too all unhing'd, 
ſeneſs to our Kingdom ſhewn, 
oper time reveng d; 

by Wars renown'd alarms, 
e by our Glorious Queen, 

o can e're oppoſe in arms, 
e Marlborough and Eugene. 


ia, where fames golden book, 

vs Ceſar's glorious Theme, 
1cld to her, whoſe Hero took, 

Army at Blenheim: 

retriev'd, and Traerbach gain'd, 
next years fate preſage 

nd the moſt Renown", Campaign, 
known in any Age; 2 
vn, pray be ſure for this, | 

Dewms loud you roar, 

let your Couſin the Arch-Biſh, 

point em as before: ? 

we that with good Reaſon think, 

r joys are now ſerene, : 

when flowing Bowls we drink, 

at Marlborough and Eugene. 
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Loves of no Party : A New So, 
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April Morn, when from the Sea, 
bus was juſt appearing; 

nd Celia young and gay, 

ſettled Love indearing : 

a Grove to vent their ſpleen, 
arents unrelenting ; 

! of Tory race had been, 

of the Tribe Diſſeming. 


hoſe Eyes outſhone the God, 

ly the hills adorning ; 

im Mamma wou'd be ſtark mad, 
fling Pray'rs that morning: 

nis Arm around her waſt, 

re tho* nought ſhou'd em ſunder ; 


pu'd make him roar like Thunder. 


Faction ſtill ſupport it; 

ere vile money taints the mind, 
y for convenience court it; 

ighty Love, that ſcorns to ſhew, 
y ſhou'd raiſe — — ; . 
rs he'll Exalt a Vaſſal true, 

it be Whigg, or Tory. 


my rough Dad know how I'm bleſt, 


ones whom proud Ambition blinds, 
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An ODE er] 
For the Anniverſary Feaſt of St. C x ci”, 
On the 23d Day of November, 16% our 


Set to Muſic by Dr. Jobn Blow, 


HE Glorious Day is come, that will for eye 
Renown'd as MUSIC's — Jubilt 
The Spheres, thoſe Inſtruments Divine, 
un'd to Apollo's Charming Lyre ; 
'The Sons of all the Learned Nine, 
With ſoft Harmonious Souls Inſpire ; 
Behold, around Pernaſſis Top they ſit, 
And Heavenly Muſic now, vies with Immorti 
Warm'd by the Ne#ay from the Theſpian Spring, 
Of bright Cecilia they ſing; ; 
Admir'd Cecilia that informs their Brains : 
Their awful Goddeſs, that their Cauſe mainta 
And with her ſacred Pow'r ſupplies, 
The Artful Hand and tuneful Voice, 
And gives a taſte of Paradice, in more than me 


[% 


And firſt the Trumpets Part 
Inflames the Heroe's Heart; 
The Martial Noiſe compleats his Joy 
And Soul Infpires by Art: 
And now he thinks he's in the Field, 
And now he makes the foe to yield; 
Now Victory does eagerly purſue, 
And Muſic's warlike Notes make every fancy t 


The Battle done, all loud alarms do ceaſe, 
Hark how the charming Flutes conclude the Pen 
Whoſe ſoftning Notes make fierceſt Rage obey: 
If Pan, beneath the famous Mirtle's ſhade, 

To Midas half fo well had Play'd, 
The Delphian God himſelf had loſt the Day. 


Fn. 
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of Pleaſure now crowd on apace ; 
eetly the Violins ſound to eac h Baſs : 
iſhing Trebles delight ev'ry Ear, 


er of Phillir's rigour complains ; 


in an Extaſie publiſh their Joy, 
eaven! what is't I hear? 
irbling Lute Inchants my Ear: 


and Languiſh with a pleaſing Pain. 
Notes ſo ſoft, ſo ſweer the Air, 
Soul of Love muſt ſure be there, 


Celeſtial Muſick! what can be, | 
his ide Heaven, compar'd to thee? 
only Treat, fit for a Deity: : 

hs by Flattery or Fame, 

Arrogate a Glorious Name, 

each Soul Delighting Symphony, 
reſs d to bright Cecilis's Royalty, 


t oft from Worldly Joys withdrew ; 


| to th' Eternal King of Kings, | 
the ſweet Harp's well govern'd Strings, 
eſt Devotion in Seraphick Song. 


CHORUS. 


And thus by Muſicks Pow'r, 
Above dull Earth we ſoar; 
Exalt our Chorus ts the Skie, 
And in Tranſporting Melody 

Czcilia's Name Adore, 
Divine Cecilia, whom we all confeſs 
Our Arte Inſpire; Muſich's Patroneſs. 


7¹ 


rth in a Scene of true Joy does appear : 
ourn for their loſſes, or ere for their gains; 
the Name of Czcilis reſounds to the Sky. 


auty's Pow'r Inflames my Breaſt again; 
pair. 


8 


cred Honours fit for none, but for Divine degree. 
hat bleſt King, and Cod- like Prophet knew, 


ine in Rapture charms, and drivesaway Def 


Glittering Pomp, and all the Court ly Throng ; 


* 
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A SONG in Don Quixote 
Sung by one repreſenting Foy. Set to 


Mr. Ralph Courtivill. FT 
— Hora you that bleſs the fields, 
Where warbling Philomel, B 
Warbling Philomel in ſafety builds; Da 
And to the Nymphs, to the Nymphs and Swaall« , 
That Revel, Revel, Revel o're theſe plains, 8 
That Revel o're theſe plains: 00 
Diſpoſe the Joy, diſpoſe the Joy, 1 
Diſpoſe the Joys that Heav'n and Nature yiel u co 
Call Hymen, call Hymen, call, call, call, call; T! 
Call men from his merry, merry, merry, mem. 
4 (ry, merry T'y 
From his merry, merry, merry, merry home; Will 
From his merry, merry, — 1. home : I 
Call Hymen, call, call Hymen from his merry, me 
(merry, merry, merry WM v 
Bid him prepare, prepare, bid him prepare, * 
Bid him prepare, prepare, prepare his Torch, 1 


And. come to Sing and Drink, to Sing and Drink 

To Sing and Drink full Bowls; - 

Call, call, call loud, call, call, call loud, loud, 

Call loud, and ſay, 'tis Beauty's feaſt, tis Beauty's 

"Tis Beauty's feaſt, Quitera's Wedding Day; 

*Tis Beauty's feaſt, Quiters's Wedding Day, 
Quitera's Wedding Day. 


28.2 
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4 Mad DIALOGUE. 


in my Play, call'd the Richmond Heireſs, 3 
r. Leveridge and Mrs. Lynſey; Set to Muſick 
y Mr. Henry Purcell. I Orph. Britan. 


e. 


Ehold, behold the Man that with 5 — 
ight 
Dares, dares, dares Combat Heav'n again; 5 
Storm Joves bright Palace, put the Gods to flight; 
Chaos renew, and make perpetual Night; 
Come on, come on, come on ye Fighting, _— 
1 


m oob, 

| Come on, come on, come on ye Fighting, Fighting 
(Fools, 

m mT petty, petty Jars maintain, 

hat petty, ars maintain; 

1 I've all, all — Wars of Europe, 


All the Wars of Europe in my Brain, 
I've all, all, all the Wars of Europe in my Brain. 


Who's he that talks of War ? 

When charming, charming Beauty comes, 

Whoſe ſweer, fweet, ſweet Face divinely Fair, 

Eternal pleaſure, eternal pleaſure, eternal pleaſure 

( blooms ; 

When I appear, the Martial, Martial God a con- 
(quer'd Victim Hes; 

Obeys each glance, each awful Nod, 

And dreads the lightning of my killing Eyes ; 

More, more than the fierceſt, the fierceſt, 

The fierceſt Thunder in the Skies. 


Ha! ha! now, now, now, now we mount up high, 

Now, now we mount up high, 

The Sun's bright God and I, 

Charge, charge, charge on the Azure, 

Charge on the Azure downs of ample Sky. 4 


E Ses 
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See, ſee, ſee, ſee, ſee, ſee, fee, ſee, 

See, ſee, ſee, ſee, ſee, ſee, ſee, fee, 
How th' immortal Spirits run, 

See, ſee, ſee, ſee, ſee, ſee, ſee, ſee 

How th immortal Spirits run; 

Purſue, purſue, purſue, purſue, purſue, 
Purſue, purſue, purſue, purſue, purſue, 

Drive em o'er the burning Zone; 

Drive em o'er the burning Zone, 

From thence come rowling down, 
Come rowling down, and ſearch the Globe be 
With all the Gulphy Main, to find my loſt, 

My wandring Senſe, my wandring Senſe ag 


h 


She. By this disjoynted matter, 
' - Thar crouds thy Pericranium, . 
I pou have found 
That thy Brain is not ſound, 
And thou ſhalt be, 
And thou ſhalt be my Companion 


Come, come, come, come, come, come, 
He, Let us plague the World then, 

I embrace the bleſt Occaſion ; 
For by inſtin& I find 
Thou art one of the Kind, 
Thou art one of the Kind, 
That firſt brought in, | 
That firſt brought in Damnation 


She. My Face has Heaven inchanted 
With all the sky born Fellows, 
Jove preſs'd to my Breaſt, and my Boſom he 


Which made Old Jane Jealous. 


He. I challeng'd griſly Plato, 
But the God of Fire did ſhun me, 


Witty Hermes I drubb'd, round the Pole wi 
For breaking Jekes upon me. 
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[Chorus of both. ] 


Then mad, very mad, very mad let us be, 
For Europe does now with our Frenzy agree, 
And all Things in Natare are made too as we. 


5. I found ob ſinging, 
The Tune my Rage increaſes, | 
I made him ſo blind with a Look that was kind, 
That he broke his Lyre to pieces. 


e. I drank a Health to Yenas, 
And the Mole on her white ſhoulder ; 
Mars flinch'd at the Glaſs, and I threw't in his Face, 
Was ever Hero bolder ? 


be, 'Tis true, my dear Alcides, 
Things tend to Diſſolution; 

The charms of a Crown, and the crafts of the Gown, 
Have brought all to Confuſion. 


e. The haughty French begun it, 

en 

he. The German and Turk ſtill go on with the Work, 
He. And all in Time will rue it. 


CHORUS. 


Them mad, very mad let us be, 

Very mad, very mad let us be, 

For Europe does new with our Frenzy agvee, 
be nd all Things in Nature are mad 100 as we. 


E 2 HL 
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A Sons by a Mad Lady in Don Quiy 
Set by Mr. John Eccles, 


Burn, T burn, I burn, I burn, I burn, 
I burn, I burn, I burn, I burn, I burn, 
My Brain conſumes to Aſhes, 
Each Eye-ball too like Lightning flaſks 
Like Lightning flaſhes ; 
Within my Breaſt there glows a ſolid Fire, 
Which in a thouſand, thouſand Ages can't expi 


Blow, blow, blow, 
Blow the Winds, great Ruler blow, 
Bring the Po and the Ganges hither, 
*Tis ſultry, ſultry, ſultry Weather ; 
Pour 'em all on my Soul, it will hiſs, 
It will hiſs like a Coal, 
But never, never be the cooler. 
"Twas Pride, hot as Hell, that firſt made me rel 
From Love's awful Throne a curſt Angel I fell; 
And mourn now the Fate, 
| Which my ſelf did create, | 
Fool, Fool, that conſider'd not when I was well; 
And mourn now the Fate, 
| Which my ſelf did create, 
> Fool, Fool, that conſider'd not when I was well. 


Adieu, adieu tranſporting Joys, 
Adieu, adieu tranſporting Joys; | 
Off, off, off, ye vain fantaſtick Toys, 
Off, off ye vain fantaſtick Toys, 
That drep'd this Face and Body to allure, 
ring, bring me Daggers, 
Poyfon, Fire, Fire, Daggers, Poyſon, Fu 
For Scorn is turn'd into Deſire; - 
-  __ All Hell, all Hell feels not the Rage, 
Which I, poor I, which I, poos I endure. 
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Bl Reprarks for the French KING. 


oN Occafioned by the taking of Liſle and 
that Glorious Campaign. 
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Rand Lewis let pride be abated, - 
Thy Marſhals have all had a foyle; 
Boufflers like Tallard is ill Fated, 
And Yendeſme remembers the Dye. 
Thy hand is quite out at Invaſions, 
And ſpite of thy Fortifications, 
Brave Eugene has taken Liſte : 
Tho' one day Burgunay, 
Was merry with Berry, 
And bragg'd the Queens Troops he would ſcourgt, My 
Make Britains, and great ones, 
This Summer run | her, 
And own Chevalier de St. George ; 
Tho' the Crump too that Seaſon, 
Got Bruges and Ghent by Treaſon, 
We'll make him e'er long diſgorge. 


px of your race of — 
late on the Battlements ſtood; 

ſhe w d to get out of the Bryers, 

t Princes you had of the d; 
welfare the Gallant Hanover, 
late his high Birth to diſcover; 

gd as a young Hero ſhou'd: 

{aid too, who fled too, 

ſnapt ſo, and cropt ſo, 

never could face us again; 

cunning, or running, 

t better the matter, 

y ſhun mighty Marlborough in vain 
Monſicur t'alarm ye, 

ce more he Hockſtets your Army, 

Il give ye no thanks for Spain. 


w 


Troops can do nothing but ratcle, 
e Webb the diſcovery begun; 
abs at the Wyzendsle Battle, 

faſt thy Mob Army could run: 
valour ſhall flouriſh in _ 

thus while he adds to our Glory, 
own will out-Poſt the Sun. 

ting that beating, 

uty bold Party” | 
marcht towards Bruſſels fair Town, 
2bouncing and clattring, | 
Cannon for battring, 

Electoral Hotſpur ſate down; 

when ſome time after, 

r Generals croſs d o' re the water, 

ay the wild Gooſe was flown. 


= * ſhameful _— | 
alt yet repays thy pair 111, 
icſt being belies thy Maſter, 
afterwards falſe to King ; 


rſs 
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And 
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| * — 8 
We're Marching ing, 
| Reſolv'd an a winter's — 4 


And take em L Eſpee a la main. 


1 
| 
1 
1 
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And if 'tis — — — 
Le Rey can reſtore thy Dominion, 
— A thou art frantick ſtill: 


Cold Snowing, and Blowing, 

In Terrour are — 

Great Marlborough and Glorious Eugene. 
We'll Storm too like Thunder, - 
Vile Towns that are Fated for Plunder, 


28 


Sung by Mr. Pack in the Op x 1 A call! 
Kingdom of the Birds, to the Dance be 
the High and Low Flyers. | 


—— 
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X/ Hat are theſe Ieots doing, 
That daily their Feuds adyance; 
As if they were purſuing, | 
New ways to favour France? 
For ſhame give over your Dance, 
\ Your National danger ſee ; 
No longer forfeit your ſenſe, 
But agree, ye raſh Britains, agree. 


Whilſt ſtrange and trivial Reaſons, 
The whimſical Brain allures; 
You loſe the happy Seaſon, 
That ſhou'd encourage your Powers. 
The Monſieur is at you Doors, 
And if he received muſt be; 
The Shame and the Scandal is Yours : 
Then agree, ye Raſh Britains agree. 


FS 


Ye Soaring High-flown People, 
In Politicks ſo profound, 

You climb ſo high on your Steeple; 
It makes your Brain turn round, 


E 5 Con- 
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Conſider how you loſe Ground, 
If Foreigners Maſter be, 

Whilſt you with Maggots abound ; 
Then agree, ſilly Britains, agree. 


And you, whoſe ſenſeleſs Jargon, 
Contentious Night and Morn, | 


Declaims againſt an Organ, 


As 'twere a Sow-gelder's Horn: 
Let Concord's Power adorn 

Your Hearts, if wiſe you'll be, 
Nor longer merit a Scorn ; 

But agree, ſilly Britains, agree. 


'Tis known you are richly landed, 
And you have a place at Court; 


And you the Bart have commanded, 


And you have two Ships in Port, 
Vet ſtill Tm Reaſon retort; 

And if ye ruin'd muſt be, 
Tis all rank Folly, in ſnort; 

Then agree, ſilly Britains, agree. 


Religious Safety doubted 
Still makes the Nation groan, 
You make ſuch Stirs about it, 
Some Wiſe Heads think you have non 
But all is for Intereſt done, . 
Av faith it likely may be, 
Let that Point ſtated be known, 
And. agree, ye raſh Bricains, agree. 
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The NIGHTINGALE. 


. Balwin, in the Kingdom of the 
þ.0 Birds. 
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6, jug, jug, jug, jug, jug, jug, 
ug, Jug, jug, jug, Jug, jug, | 
ily Philomel upon the 33 ſings, 
jolly Philomel upon the Hawthorn ſings, . 


ſings, upon the Hawthorn ſings. 


Happy we, that all, all excel 
hat true Pleaſures, true Pleaſures bring; 
one Iſland, one Iſland lyes below, 
o, did they but the Bleſſing know, 
They reap by Glorious Means, 
u'd raiſe their tuneful Voices high, 
| never ceaſe this Song of Joy, 
Long live the beſt of Queens, 
Long liye the beſt of Queens. 


"T8 


— 


85 lancholy 
a Pr | 
| Pri 1s-# Fuge 
On the Afai * 
pu 5 
— an | 
5 . w 
by 4 * 79 
w 


, ES 
| 3 we 


Engliſh Cæſar eſpouſes our Quarrel, 
ſtin d to ſtand againſt Lewis le Grand, 
d wear his now flouriſhing Laurel. 


urch Scruples and Jars ur & all Europe in Wars, 


Cauſe that is beſt, now comes to the Teſt, 
Heaven will no longer ſtand Neuter, 
pronounce the great Doom for old Luther or Rome, 
d prevent all our Doubts for the future: 


ould turn a wiſe Brain, to conſider what Pain 
dols take to become Politicians, 

; Bullies, and Cits, all ſer up for Wits, 

d ingenioully hatch New Diviſtons. 


e ſnew their hot Zeal for a New Common-weal, 
nd ſome for a New Reſtauration, 

is cavil and brawl, till the Mounſieur gets all, 

nd beſt proves the Wit of the Nation. | 


) we Med'cines apply, yet the Feaver ſwells high, 

irſt caus'd by a Catholick Riot, | 

ich no Cure can gain, 'till the breathing a Vein 

orre&s the mad Pulſe into Quiet; : 


whate'er Diſeaſe on our Country may chance, 
et's drink to its healing Coudition, 

d rather with William were Victor in Fance, 

han Lewis were England's Phyſitian. 
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4 DIALOGUE, 


Highly diverting Queen Mary, in the 4th 
the ſecond Part of Don Quixors; | 
Clown and his Wife. Sung by Mr. Rex 
and Mrs, Ayliff. Set by Mr, Henry P. 


In Orph. Britan. 
ge. Since Times are ſo bad, I muſt tell you 


0 


0 


( 
I'm rn leave off my Plough and mt 
And to the fair City a Journey will go, 

To better my Fortune as other folk do: 
Since ſome have from Ditches, 

And courſe Leather Breeches, | 
Been rais'd, beenrais'd to be Rulers, 
And wallow'd in Riches; | 
Prithee come, come, come, come from thy N 
Prithee come, come, come, come from thy 
For if Gypſies don't lye, | - 

I. ſhall, I be a Governor too, ere I dye. 


She. Ah! Collin ah! Collin, by all, by all thy lated 
| ( 
With ſorrow and trouble, with ſorrow and tre 
| (the pride of thy 
Our Sheep now at random diſorderly. run, 


And now; and now Sundays Jacket goes ever , 
Ah! what doſt thou, what daſt my what a 
thou mr. 

He. To make my Shooes clean, ( = 


And foot it, and foot it to the Court, W: 
To the King and the Queen, GT te a 
Were ſhewing my Parts I Preferment ſhall 06 


# = 

o: 
2 
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ye, fye, fye, fye, fye, fye, fye, fye, fye, fye, tis bet 


ter 
is better for us to Plough and to Spin: , 
or as to the Court when thou happen'ſt to try, 
hou'lr find nothing got there, thou can'ſt 


| ( Buy ; 
or Money, the Devil, the Devil and all's to be 


(found, 
ut no good Parts minded, no, no, no, no good 

(Parts minded without the good Pound. 
hy then I'le take Arms, why then T'le take Arms, 


(Tie take Arms, 
nd follow, and follow Alarms, 
unt Honour, that now a- days plaguily charms: 


And ſo loſe a Limb, by a Shot or a Blow, 
and curſe thy ſelf after, for leaving, for leaving 


(the Plough. 
Suppoſe I turn Gameſter ? | 
do Cheat and be Bang'd : 
hat think'ſt of the Road then ? 
e High-way to be Hang d 3 
ice Pimping however yields Profic for Life, - + 
[lc help ſome fine Lord to another's fine Wiſe :  - 
hat's dangerous too, amongſt the Town Crew, 
For ſome of em will do the ſame thing by you; 
\nd then I to Cuckold ye may be drawn in, 
Faith, Collin, "tis berter 1 fie here and Spin, 
Faith, Collin, tis better I ſit here and Spin. | 
Willnothing Prefer me, what think'ſt of the Law ? 


Oh! while you live, collin, keep out of that Paw: 
A He. 


* 
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Re. Tile Cant and Ile Pray. | 
She. Ah! there's nought got, ah! there's * 
t 
'Fhere's no one minds now what thoſe black 


Let all our whole care, be our Farming Af 
To make our Corn grow, and our Apple- 


[Perſe for Two Voices. ] 
Ambition, Ambition's a Trade, a Trade no( 


| (tentment can 
She. So Te to my Diſtaff; | 
He. And I to my Plough ; p 


Ambition, Ambition's a Trade, a Trade nol 
N (tentment can 
No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, NG, NO, 110, 
no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, 
(Contentment can 
no, no, no Contentment can ſhow, | 


CHORUS. 


She. Let all our whole care, be our Farming Aﬀair ; 
To make our Corn grow and our Apple-Trees Beat? 
Ambition, Ambitions a Trade, 4 Trade. yo Cl 


* * 
aug - . 


She vo le to my Diſtaf; 
He. Aud P'le to my Plough ; 


Arbitiom,, Ambition's 8 Trade, s Trade no Cu 
"THEE WG 8 f b hk Wha (nent cu 
No, uo, uo, n0, no, 110, n0, no, "0, 10, no, 0, 110, 1 
ub, u, no, no, no, no, no, n, no, no, no, no ( 
can 


Noc, mo, no Contentment can ſhow, 


Sy 


or 
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mzrous 8 0 M d, Sung at Mary the Bur- 
s Wedding, in * Play of Don Quixote. 


4 a Vale on a Summers day, all the Lads and 


Ez] 


met to be Merry, a match for Kiſſes 


4 gn 
hall play, and for Cakesand Ale, and Sider and 


1 


. Wil and Tom, Hal, Dick and Hugh, _ 


55 


4 Sue, Beſs and Mol, with Hodge, and Briget, 
and 
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SEES ES: h 


farther than any; Running, Haring, Gaping, 


— — — — 4 9 
ULI 
111 
ſ 


' Reaching, Stooping, Hollowing, Whooping ; 


— — — 
— 
— . 
— — - — 
13 1 
— — — - — — — — — z 


Hall got Sue, and bn got Hogh, all tod 


| | "Ig BESS 
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with Peg, tho" fockl like a Turkey Egg, and 


— — — oo — o —— — —— = — 1 — — — _  - — 


oWs are, Tom * was 2s withhisLaGs; | for 
Swe 
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FEE. HL == _ 
K — * 
c — —— * = 
. — — - — —_———_— ——— . — œäẽ— — 


Sus do what e er he cou'd, wou d not note 


Some had told her, b' ing a Soldier in a Pu 


5 


with Mac · carty, at the Siege of Limrick, he 


2 


wounded 


in the Scretum. But the cunning 
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the reſt, and ſqueez'd her by the Finger. Then 


EE==rE St 
er 


tthe Glaſſes round then went the Laſſes down, each 


ad did his Sweet - heart own, and on the Graſs did 


i 


— 
fling her. Come all, great final, fron, en 


away to Stool Ball, | 
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The STORM: 


Set to Muſic by Mr. Henry Purcell. Tok 
in his Orph. Britt. 


B Low, blow Boreas, blow, and let thy ſurly 
Make the Billows foam and roar; | 
Thou can'ſt no Terror breed in valiant Minds, 
But ſpight of thee we'll live, but ſpight of theey 
| (and find i 
Then cheer my Hearts, and be not aw'd, 
but keep the Gun-Room cleer ; 
Tho' Hell's broke looſe, and the Devils roar al 
Whilſt we have Sea-room here : 
Boys, never fear, never, neyer fear. 


Hey ! how ſhe toſſes up ! how far, 

The mounting Top-maſt touch'd a Star; 
The Meteors blaz'd, as thro' the Clouds we c 
And Salamander-like, we live in Flame; 

But now, now we fink, now, now we go 
Down to the deepeſt Shades below. 


Alas! alas! where are we now! who, who at 
Sure *tis the loweſt Room of Hell, 

Or where the Sea-Gods dwell : : 
With them we'll live, with them-we'll live and 
With them we'll laugh, and ſing, and drink an 
With them we'll laugh, and fing, and drink an 
But ſee we mount, ſee, ſee we riſe again, 


| [Second Movement ] | 


T flaſhes of Lightning, and Tempeſts of Rain, 
Do fercely contend which ſhall conquer the Main; 
Tho the Captain does ſwear, 2 of 2 Pray r, 
And the Sea is all Fire by the Damons o'th' Air; 


We'll arink and defie, we'll drink and dee 
The mad Spirits that fly from the Deep to the Shy, 
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„ fly, from the Deep to the Shy, 
2. 280 loud Thander, and fong whilft loud Thunder 


(aver bellow ; 
te will ſtill have, a kind Fate for the Brave, | 


e make his Gravt of a Salt-water Wave, 

wn, to drown, no, never to drown a good Fellow ; 
. v0, never to drown 4 good Fellow; 

er, never to drown, no, never, never to drown a good 


-( Fellow, 
er, no, never to drown a-good Fellow, 


ND HIKING 


le at Piquette. The Words made, and ſet | 
2 Tune by Mr. D'Urfey ; made at Rams- 
iy Manor. 


SEES 222 
* 5 ne 
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— — 
— 
— — — — 
— 1) —— — 2 — — 7 — 


— 


Were famous S. 


Ithin an Arbour of Delight, 
As ſweet as Bowers Eliſian, 


us'd to write, 
I lately had a Viſion 
Methought beneath a Golden State, 
The Turns of Chance obeying, | 
Six of the World's moſt noted great, 
At Piquette were a playing. 


The firſt two were the brave 
With Yendeſme Battle waging, 

on next a Nymph, who to be Queen, 

er Mounſfieur was engaging : 

The Fleur de- lis, old ben net 
With fanQified Carer; 

And next above the ſtatlet Don, 
een me, and ddt Neve. 
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The Game the Martial braves 
Was held in Aiff rent Caſes, 

The Eu —— of le, 
But Prince, | 

And tho' the tothers * Hand 


Gave Hopes to make a Jeſt on't, 
Yet now the Point who 3 'd, 


Could only get the beſt on t. 


From them I turn'd mine Eyes to ſee 
The Church man and the Lad 

And found her pleas'd to hi Po, IT 
Her Fortune had been ſtead 

The Saints that cram'd the Spani 


8 


She hop'd would all oblige her, 
For he — but a little Terſe, 
When ſhe REI Quint-Major. 


The Mexnfiewr had three Kings to d wich, 
And was o'er Europe roaming, 
But her full Point, i Lim b and Vi, 


„ 


— ” 
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Dialogue between Mr, Pack and Mrs, p 
A — 2 the Opera call d, The Kingdom 
the Birds. 4 55 | it} b 


* 1 n 

2 7 
2 8 — 2 

— - - _ + 


TW She. 
— — — loc — 1 
. 22 
e 
— — —— 
— * — 9 
. 


Sh 
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She. H Love if a God thou wilt be, 
Do Juſtice in Favour of me 
For yonder approaching I ſee 
Man with a Beard, 
Who as I have heard, 
Has often undone 
Poor Maids that have none, 
With ſighing, and toying, 
And cry.ng, and lying, 
And ſuch kind of FEoolery, . 


YH, Fair Maid by. your Leave, 
My Heart does receive 
Strange Pleaſure to meet you here, 
ray tremble not ſo, 
Nor offer to go, 
ITI do ye no Harm, I ſwear, 
I'll do ye no Harm, I ſwear. - 


iz, My Mother is ſpinning ,at Home, 
My Father works hard at his Loom, 
And we here a milking are come, 
Their Dinner they want, 
Pray Gentlemen don't 
Make: more. ado on't,. 
Nor give us Affront, 
We're none of the Town 
Will lie down for a Crown, 
Then away, Sir, and give us Room. 


E 3 


By 


Pitts to Ne Mdonchoh, 


He. By Phebw, by Jeue, 
Lo 


e 
| Vie as freſh as a Roſe, 
I want one of thoſe, 


Ah, how ſuch a Wife would charm, 


Ab, how fuch a Wife would chann. 


Sr. And can you then like the old Rule, 


Be Conjugal, honeſt, and dull, 


And marry, and look like a Fool, 


For I muſt be plain, 
Al Fricks are in vain, 
There nothing can gain 
The Thing you'd obtain, 
But moving, and proving, 
By Wedding, true Loving, 
My Leſſon 1 learnt at School. 


. Fil do't by this Hand, 


She. You make 


I've Houſes, T've Land, 

— too in _ ay 8 
Dear us 2 i 

= ſhalt be rhine 

debt es u good Pare of Gl. 


Oh Lord, ſhall I too bautk my Cow, 
But ſinee the late Oath you have fwore, 
Your Soul ſhall not be "7 


In for me, 
Waker agree, 
Of two to make three, 


We'll Wed, and we'll Hed, 
There's no more to be fald, 
And I'll ne'er go a Milking more. 


— 


* . 


4 
. 
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LI! 


S the Delian God, to fam'd Halcyon, 
| From Heavens high Court degended down, 
There the Tuneful Muſe's playing he found, 
A Sonata Divinely. rare : 
When Thalia touch'd the charming Flute, 
. Errato Struck the warbling Lute; 
And Clio's Treble joining to't, 
Made the Harmony beyond compare. 


Then Euterpe's full Baſs, the ſweet Conſort did ra 
And with pleaſure each Sence alarm'd, 
E'ry Note was enjoy'd, e'ry Hand was imploy'd, 
With ſounds of Joy the Flowery Valley rung : 
Apollo gaz d, and ſilent was his Tongue, | 
Burt when his dear Cal/ope Sung, 

Ah, then the God was charm'd. 
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480 u inthe Modern Prophets. 
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JE Prophets of the Modera Race, 
W To hide reballious Evil, * 
Pretend we all excel in Grace, $- 
And fight ngainſt the Devil : 


e range, we roam, we quake, we ſ 
We breed by Inſpiration, 
We own the Call che Spirit moves, 
nd then the choſe Sifter proves 


; Frequent Agiration. = 


Strange Miracles we ne'er unfold, 
We ſcorn to underſtand 'em, 
Thoſe ſhewn the Mob in Days of Ol, 
Provok'd, but did not mend em; 

_ © de Rom, f 

Nor do our Whimſdys tire us; 
And tho' our Preaching be hum drum, 

And writing ſenſeleſs as Tom Thumb, 

We fill have admire ys. 


ads 
— 
2 
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Epithalamium on the Marriage of the Bo- 


nourable Charles Leigh. 


TEES 


% 
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SD 


—— 


ES; 
HE: —-+ 
Raw; draw the Curtain, fye, make haſt, 

The panting Lovers long to be alone, 

The precious Time no more in talking waſt, 
here's better Buſineſs going on: 

Our Abſence will their Wiſhes crown, 

The next ſwift Moment's not too ſoon, 

Our artful-Song ſounds like a Drone, 


For now all Muſick, but their own, 
Is harſh, and-out of Tune. 


[-<-I} 


Now. Love inflames the Bridegroom's Heart, 


How e weak, how poor a Charmer is-the Flute; 
And when the Bride's fair Eyes her Wiſhes dart, 


How dully ſounds the warbling Lute. 
Tf. this Divine, harmonious Bliſs 
Attends each ha Py Marriage Day, 
b V ho ſuch a bleſſed State would mils, 
Ind fuch a charming Tune as this, _ 
Who would not learn to play? 


Oh, Joy too fierce to be expreſt, 
Thou ſweet Atoner of Life's greateſt Pain, 


- By thee are Men with Love's dear Treaſure blef}, 


And Women till by loſing gain. 
Smile then divine, propitious Pow'rs, 
Upon this Pair let Bleſſings flow, 


_» £4. trad lth  X@ Oi wm. to ty EO 


"Let Care mix with their Sweets, not Sowery. 
- But-may ſbcceeding Days and Hours ws.” 
charming all as now. | 
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» Diatocvr: Set by Ar. Henry Purcell, 
wg by a Boy and Girl at the Play-houſe. 


Elemene, pray tell me, 
Pray, pray tell me Celemene, mall 
hen thoſe pretty, pretty, pretty Eyes L ſee, 
hy my Heart beats, beats, beats, beats 3 
(Breaſt, 
hy, why it will not, it will not, why, why, it 
( will not let me reſt : 
hy this trembling, why thistrembling tooall o'er ? 
Pains I never, pains I never, never, never . 
ce: 
And when thus I touch, when thus I * your 
' , 
Why T wiſh, I wiſh, I wiſh, I was a Man? 
How ſhou'd I know more than you? 
Yet wou'd be a Woman too. 
When you waſh your ſelf and play, 
I methinks could look all day; | 
Nay, juſt now, nay, juſt now am pleas d, am pleng'd 
| | (ſo well, 
Shou'd you, ſnou'd you kiſs me, Iwon't tell, 
Shou'd you, ſhou'd you kiſs me, I won't tell. 
No, no I won't tell, no, no I won't tell, no, no I 


(won't tell,. 


te. 


Shou'd you kiſs me. I won't tell. 

Tho' I cou'd do that all day, 

And deſire no better play: ; : 

dure, ſure in Love there's ſomething more, 

n Which makes Mamma ſo bigg, ſo bigg before. 
1 Wh Once by chance I hear'd it nam'd, 

Don't ask what, don't ask what, for Lm aſham'd: 

Say but till you're paſt Fifteen, 

Then you'll know, then, then you'll know what 

„ 

Then you'll know what, then you'll know, what 

42, -+--- 1 "Otis I means 


17 He. 
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He, However, loſe not preſent bliſs, 
But now we' te alone, let's kiſs: 
| But now we're alone let's kiſs, let's kiſs, 
— * Mo, Breaſts do fo heave, fo heave, ſo heave, 
Heart does ſo pant, pant, pant; 
— There s Something, ſomething, ſomethigg 


( we 


There's Something, cebit, ſomethin 


EE TT TTTTTTTT TON 


The Happy Country Gentleman ; A New $4 
The Words made to a pretty Italian A 
Nicolini, in the Opera of Rinaldo. I 
bero humiliato, &c. "ry 


LL the World's in — bow" Hu 

And the Lord knows when twill ceaſe; 

Some for inert, ſome for or ny 
Peace: 


Tho! their 
1 þ-Charch th reh then and Low, bel 


- Since the Hig h- 

Make our datty Mi iſchiefs gro 

And the Great, who fit 8 the Helm in doubt 

Are not ſure, 33 quickly en 
How bleſt is the hap 1 Be | 

Who from Town, ant Faction that is t — 


For Love and no ill ends, 

Treats his Neighbours Amd his Friends, 
He ſhall ever in che Beck of Fame, | 
Fix with Honour a glortous'Name:.. vel 


Ae that was the High Purſe«beacer, 
At his Levy no Crowds you ſee; | Abou 
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at was the Grand Cauſe hearer, 
w no longer makes Decree: 

to prove her wavering evil, 
that 12 isthe Devil, 
Hero lesding our Arms abroad, 

they late did Celebrate like a God, 

e has any to Drink his Health, 

Friend does not kindly parnoninely ſicalth ;; 
A Whiegg is oy of _— 


And a Tory 
les all, 123 — hing is amiſt, 


a Whimſical — is this. 


eee as 


5adarick Op x, on New- Leas Day N- 
m d by Vocal * Tytrumeutal Maſic, before 
heir Sacred Majefties Kimg Wir EIAM and 
Deen MARY, Set 9 Dr. John 


hold, how all the Stars give way ;- 
Behold, how the — yi Sphere, 
ls to bring forth the Sacred Day, 
hat uſhers in the mi 
ilſt Janas with · his 


ving the preſent Time — 
trong Prophetick Fury ſin _ 


Vow. 


"Year; 
Face 


$, 
Nation's Glory aui our ivg's. 
Ends Genius, — — 
ud of his Race, — 2— 
. FW 
cor t orious ms: Our: 
A Year from whence ſha boy Wonders come ; 
A Year to baſſle Prins and Rome, 
und the dubious Bate of WarringChrYfenden 


Move 


— 
- * 
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Move on with Fame, all ye Triumphant Days, 
To Britain's Honour, and to Ceſar's Praiſe; 
Let no ſhort Hour of. this Year's bounded. Tin 

Paſs by without ſome AR ſublime : - 

Great William, Champion of the Mighty States, 

And all the. Princes the Confederates: 

Ploughs the Green Neptune, whilſt to waft Hin 

Tha Fates ſtand ſmiling on the Belzick Shore: Lu 
And now the Ga#ick Genius Trembles, 
How e'er ſhe Pannick Fear diſſembles ; 

To know the Mighty.League, and view the 


So when the Perſian Pride of old, 
Diſdain'd their God the Sun, 

With Armies, and more-powerful Gold, 
Did half the World o'er run, 

Brave Alexander chang'd their Scorn to Awe, 

N And came and fought, and Conquer'd like Nr 


Then welcome Wondrous Year, 
More Happy and Serene, 


Than. any ever did a i 

To bleſs Great 0 and his Queen: 
May every Hour encreaſe their Fames; 
N Whilſt Ecchoing Skies reſound their Names: 
And when Unbounded Joy, and the Exceſs. 
8 Of all that can be found in Human Bliſs, 
| Fall on em, may each Year be till like this, 
{ 
| 
| 


Health, Fortune, Granduer, Fame, and ViQory 
And Crowning all, a Life, long as Eternity. 


CHORUS: n 
Let your Charming Conſorts follow; 5 
Sing of Triumph, ſing of Beauty, © 8 


i 
| 
' 


Sing ſoft Ayres of Loyal Duty ; 
, Give z0'Czfar's Royal Fair, | 
Songs of Joy to Calm her Care; 
Bid he leſs. auſpicious Year Adien, 
And give her joyful Welcomes to the New. 
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So xo in the fi Part of Maſſaniello, 
po by Mr. Pate, Bega Fate. 


m Azure Plains, bleſt with Eternal day, 
leſtial flow'ry Groves, that ne'er decay; 
Lucid Rocks that Ses bright Rays let in, 

Where, with unclouded Brow, 
I fate and view'd the deeps below, 
w my Female drudges Spin ; 
am come, thy Courage to improve, 
ie Erernal's Doom, Engrav'd in Adamant above; 
And oh! thou drowzy Deity, 
That doſt in ſlumbers bi 
The Body of Mortality, | 
And calm the Stormy Mind ; 
dre, no more his Brain poſſeſs, 
the ſoft charm of gentle Peace, 
uſt awake to bl Wars, 
nded Fury, civil Jars, 


by Heav'ns decree for wonderous deeds deſign'd. 
enaro, Protector of Naples deſcends and Sings. 


x. Tho' mighty Fate all muft obey, 
dconq ring Hero's greateſt King, 
ongſt the reſt of human things, 
to his dreadful ſway ;. | 
ew thy Book of Dooms once more, 
there wilt find one happy hour, 
n Naples ſhall be free from Rebel power, 
is fure as the revolving year, 
d I her darling Saint appear 
op thy fury, leaſt it ſhould exceed, 
tell thee tho permiſſion of this ill. 
red myſtery, and th Eternal's Will.; 
Yet he that does the deed, 
For doing it, muſt bleed, _ 
Hear each Neighbouring Deſtiny. 


ory» 


Who 


| 
| 
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Who the Souls of Mortals free, 
Hear my Voice and ftraight obey, 


Heaven Commands, the Work muſt ſtay. 1 E 
Such a number, and no more, Le 
Muſt Encreaſe your fatal ſtore, f 
And he muſt die the task being o'er; bef 


Remember all tis ſo decreed, in 
That he that does this miglity deeds, be. 
For doing it muſt bleed. | 


Der Y I OVEN 
A IO R100! OE ITN ne BL „e.. 


ly of the Nobib 
Gentry of the City and County of York, 
Anniverſary Feaſt, March the 27th. 
Set to Muſick by Mr. Henry Purcell. 
of the fineft Compoſitions be ever mads, 

1001 the performing. 


F Old, when Heroes thought it baſe 
| — K 7 confin'd 2 
0 rought 8 

To bk their towring Eagles here, 
The Sons of Fam'd * Br; ſtood 
Diſputing Freedom with their blood; 
Undaunted at the Purple flood, 
Brigantium honour'd with a Race Divine; 
Gave Birth ro the ViQorious ine. 
Whoſe Colony whilſt Planted there g 
With blooming Glories ſtill renew'd the Year, 


The baſhful for Beauty fo Renown'd, , 
In haſt ran by her Puny Town; ; aj 
And poor {4 A was aſbam'd to own. C 
— 6 did drooping lye, G| 


Though now ſhe rears her towring front ſo high. 
* York. Hnciently ſo call'd. + Londen. 
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fam d Worthies of chat Shire, 

beſt by Sword and Shield defended were. 

in each Tra& of Glory fince, 

heir Lov'd Country and their Prince; 

es that hate Rome's Slavery, 

join the Nations Right wich their own Royalty, 
were more ready in diſtreſs to ſave, 

were more Loyal, none more Brave. 


now when the Renown'd Nen 
to reſtore our — and Law, 
work ſo well rm'd and done, 
were the fir —＋ 

did no ſtorms or 1 
gods the grumbling 

y Revolutions near: 

oble work large hapes of freedom told, 

Jom Inſpir'd their minds and made em bold, 
gave them Engliſh Hearts like thoſe of Old, 
elcome their Red Loren he came, A 


boſe Vettue and whoſe — 
ro brighter flame: 
Night, 


our long ſmother'd wad 

= ** ne! — 
ack Eclipſe is 'd o're 

e Globe that ſwells with ſullen Pride, 

r dazling Charms to hide, - 

des but a little time abide, 


then each Ray is brighter than befare, 
CHORUS ff all.- 


ſeyn in by no _— 
wh jon 
* * Cel 


Glorious 
| Trumpets [ une, beat every Drum, 
be known thraugh Chriſtendoms 


il and Purple * Roſe, e Houſer 
= _ ſo _ Blows | | ef York, and 
Engliſh Barons ſought; ., Lancaſter. 

i2e too dearly : g : 


-— "AST 7. 
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Tb is the Knell of falling Rome, 1 4 
3 „ Defender has been, 
4 
And to all the Heroes invited him in, 
Sound all, 
And as the chief Agents of this Royal Wark, 
Long * the City and County of Vork. 


— | 


Vrvs le Ro r. 


The Poets bumble Ai to the King, 


Words made to a pleaſant Tine, 


2 over  Englaud Joy to expreſs, 


Sing, ſing vive le Roy; 


The Town and the Countrys have made an 


' And-ſing vive le Rey. 
For Loyalty many, and many for Place; 

a True Hearts duty employ, 
Whizgs, now Publiſh your Joy ; 

High-Church and Low-Church, 

The True Church, and No Church; 
All Sing, ſing vive le Roy, 
All Sing vive de Rey. 


A — Feaſt Great Britain may boaſt, 


ſing vive le Roy; 
Where Fo e Ro al 
o ſing vive le Rey: 


Who 
The Muſes tis ho «4 t, may have ſhare of the row 


Sound, ſound far as the Sky ; 
Fame, fame never to dye, 
For the Cauſe Royal, Obedient and Loyal: r 
2h Sin 15 . ui vive le Ron... 5 


George, Treat us all at his col 


_ > oa 


em to fix their Renown, _ 

Sing, ſing vive le Ry; 
evolutions, ſome up and ſome down, 

Sing, ſing wve le Roy: a> Ms 

out of Forty, was falſe to the Crown, ©, © 
are, rare Carols of jo ; m 
ar, bear fancys on high, | 
wealth haters, Abhorring all Traitors ; 

They ſing, ſing vive le Rey, 

All ſing 2 


cs go round the Town at each meal, 

Sing, ſing vive le Roy; 
we in Wit, as in Metals may deal, 

Sing, ſing ve le Roy: 
pme are of Lead, yet the beſt are in Steel, 
ound, round Egrepe they fly; | 
Vide, wide Nations ſupply, 
Spettarors, with Morals and Satyrs: 
Still ſiag, ſing vive le Roy, | 
Sing, ſing &c. 


wiſe Members ripe for a Fray, 
Would Sing vive le Rey; | 

ke my Advice in a moderate way, 
Or ſing vive le Rey: 

quiet two Bottles, and three Meals a day, 

o more Strife would deſtroy, - 

o more Malice ſupply ; 

nt ſtories, the Mhiggs, and the Tories, 
Would end all, vive le Roy, 
All, all &c. 


| > of i} £25111 BA 
vile humours laſting and long, 
Wont ſing vive le Rey; | 
ſides to ſupport it, with Libel that's ſtrong, 
: To ſing vive Ry: rt 
hire Tom D urfey to make a ſmart Song, 
Where, where, as in a t 0 „l 
They'll ſee plainly each face; 
and Crambo, to vy el de Gamboe, 
Would ſoon ) Cc. 


Pr. 1 s to Purge Mc 11) 


2 


118 Przus to Purge Melanchoh. 


Thus mighty Sir, thus finiſbing all, 


g vive le Rey: 
J wiſh — 145 fe, and Your Fame to extol, 


ive le Roy 
You'd throw down 2 is: 4 and you'd build up # 
Hark, Muſes on hi 


Chant loud Carols of Joy : 
Britain's Reliever, Reign o're us for ey 
And long, long vive & Roy, 


Long, mw vive le Rey. 


eee : 50,0 2 8e dr on 


| 4 New Sox on the late Peace, and the 
ſent turn of Times. The Words made 10} 


en Tune. 


. Ow ſome Years are gone, 

q | Sinee you ſaw obo ſmiling, 
| Britain's cares exil 
4 When the Dove was flown: 

To "Bron Branch, the of Peace, 
n flew o're the Nation, 
— 2 4 
uman gore; 
= ; Should 
= — Crimſon 0 0 Ong. 


| All hated feuds broad, = 
[Second Meyement.} 


Above twenty Years did Frence 5 


Wut A of Empire bin 
— hted Perch with b] 


think ũt to cu 
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he Hogan that plunder'd our Fiſhing before 
11101 grumbling agreed to ſecure hi gin; 
And the greedy Spreaa Eagle that gap d to 
At laſt too was forc'd to come o er. 


have Spain 
But if this ſham Peace do at laſt bring 
France upon us; 
High-Church has undone us, 
That r to _ 
Had ruin'd elſe the Mounſfexr quite: 
Then if Forces flender, 
Can bring in the F —— 1: 
Waft him here 
Thro' plains of Air, 
And turn the State, 
In ſpight of Fate: 
You may affirm, the Trier plotted right. 


Wird Movement. ] 


But let Royal George live in Health, 

He'll — the ſinking — — | 
If Peace don't bring us Fame and Wealth, | 

Mardyke ſhall have ſmall Ceffation ; 
duncil are wiſe, and their Polley fure, - 
t againſt all our fears, will our Rights maintain; 
larlbrough's Arms, and the Ch "5 Brain, 
buntry ſtill be Secure. 


£234.68 | 
22.2 | 
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The Coronation H BAL Tn; the Words 1 
| . pretty new Tune, 


(2 Ceſar is Crown'd, : 
-þ To the Skies let it ſound; ': = 
'Tho' the Tories, the Tories, the Tories, the Toric: 
With Malice, do grumble and lower: . 
Whilſt bigg, raiſe their Joys, 
With a general Voice; | 
And with Boo, huzza boo, huzza boo, huzzs, 
The great Cannon go off at the Tower. 


Prince Wallia along, 1 
a. — — — rough the throng; 
tyou'd fancy, you'd fancy, you'd fancy, you' 
of Some God had deſcended: my 
His Goddeſs look'd on, E 
- And with joy heard cagh Gun; * 
Give a boo, huzza a boo, huzza a boo, huzza, Wi 
By her brace of young Angels attended. | 
Then fill Glaſſes high,” 
* — r dry, i 
'Till 'm toping. I'm toping, I'm toping, I'm 
Succeſs to the King and the A 
"Twill wit, too Inſp ire. 
And we'll ſecond the Rre: 
Of the boo, huzza boo, huzza boo, huzza, 
Neyer was a more Glorious occaſion. 
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M 981 DO K A: 


er SON G. The Words mad: to a pretty 
Scotch Jyre, 


Its 


ning Budds began to ſhew 

The Beauty of their vernal Treaſure, 
had routed Froſt and Snow, 
Obeying Flora's Pleaſure: 

„ by a River's ſide, , 

ſe ſilver Streams did gently glide, 

dar d his Bleſſings to the Tide, 

That flow'd beyond all Meaſure. 


5 Fair and Young - 

th panting Rapture ſtill alarms me, 
on, Shape, or charming Tongue, 
raiſe a Flame that warms. me: 
excelling Titan's Ray; | 

when ſhe's moſt divinely gay, 
kinaly defigns to fing and play, 
Oh Venus! how ſhe charms me. 


, deareſt of all Dears, 

m'd by Nature to content ye, 
Face the Figures wears 
Pleaſure, Joy, and Plenty: 

ing Hopes, and Doubts, and Fears, 
dung inchants, the Old ſhe chears, 
ell ſhe makes dull ſeventy Years, 
w brisk as Five and Twenty. 


44 


45 


. 
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On tbe Warwickſhire Peers, 4 New 80 
The Words made to a pretty Tune, 


Ide all England o'er, 
A. Eaſt and —— or Nore, 
And try every Brit ect; | 
oy The Warwickſbire Lords 
Will excel what affords, 
Any other remaining Shire. 
Peer Den gb is kind, 
And a naw ns Friend, 
Lord Cy „ the ſame we know, 
He'll till hold ye to'r, 
From the Dram to the Flute, 
And ne er give ye a Hint to go. 


North ten of Fame 

Should have firſt here a Name, 
"Whoſe Deſerts great — — have 

His brave Loyal Race, 

To their Country a Grace, 
In Old Times the Crown's Right maint 

Lord Brook by his Choice 

Would make Warwick rejoyce, 
Would his Spleen let him Harbour tht 

But ſince that plagues his Head, 

For his Cure let him read 
Te Malade Imaginaire. 


Lord Wiloughby's Old, 
But couragious and bold, 
For the Rights of the Church and Co 


Who though ni Odd, 
Was — his Blood 
For the Cauſe would ride poſt to Tc 
But, oh, to its Shame, 
There is one without Name, 
Tho' the French have it plain, ws fir, 
J ſay nought of his Face, 
But this ſtigmatiz'd Dreſs, 
You'll find is a Coventry Blue. 


* 4 Play Molieres. 


P 11.5 to Bags Melanchoh, 


And now this is 
To dear Stonely I i 
That irs Patcon my Praiſe may ſhare, 
ite do what it can, 
e that looks like a Man, 
ag find a 2 Cn 
cen ſtill goes 
And J Warriours renown'd, 
The Church too, and all its Sons, 
Who cry, let's go there, 
Some good News we ſhall hear, 
Lord Thomas has fir'd his Guns. 


Lord Digby of late 
Is ſo wondrous ſedate, _ 
That *cis counted a kind of Crime, 
Con 'd to his Houſe, 
Without ſometimes a Looſe, 
_—_— _ his time; 
regular I 
Free from Faction and Strife, 
Gains Applauſe ſtill amongſt the Wiſe; 
But who fſhuns all Converſe, 
Lives as twere in a Hearſe, 


And is. dead now, before he dies. 


TUX TY 
NN 
9 
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| The Brisk COMPANION. 


RefleFing on the Party Humours and Diſconh 
WHIGG and TORY, 4 New So 
Written in the Great Snow, The Ward: 
to a pretty New Minuet. 


Fer, the flowry Rain, 
That blanche round the Plain, 
Filling the Hills and the Dales fo faſt, 
Snow will ſoon be gone; | 
Then, then the vernal Sun 
Bright'y will right ye. 
From Troubles paſt, * 
When his Glory does reſtore me, 
Wine his Creature, 
Charms my Nature, 


Drink, drink then to the Wiſe and Brave ; lr 


Terys raiſe your little King, e, 
Whiggs, let all the Tories twing, ds 
I, a Club more brisk will have. nd 
| ich 
Rot em, crys the 48 e 
Steeple Rogues grow ſo big, nc 
To their New Perkin they roar a Song ; 
Oh, ſays High-Church Brood, 
We can't be underſtood, 
They take a King that can't ſpeak our Tongue; 
This a Canter, | 
This a Ranter; | he 
One for true Kings, he 
One for. New Kings; N 
Stark mad, they often fall to Blows, 5 
1 


Whilſt our Jolly Beaus eſprits 
Drink, o'er Wit and Harmony, 
Hang the Se& can be our Foes. 


— 
” 424 * —— — —„ 
OI 
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E and Gaurttosl : Or, The Panatzrt ; 
{ Lyrical ODE, taken from a Chapter in 
famous Italian Boceace. 


Old Italian Tales we read 

A Youth, by Riot, and fond Love undone, 

yet a Faulcon left of famous Breed, 

ſole Companion in his fatal Need, | 
And chief Diverſion when he left the Town. 


Faint that did his Soul poſſeſs, | 
ich'd with a generous Senſe of his Diſtreſe, 
lade him a Viſit at his poor Retreat, 
om his Heart nobly feaſted, but alas, 
is empty Purſe could get; 
hing was good enough for her to eat: 


| rack'd with ſhame, and a long fruitleſs Search; 
e, more to make his perfect Love appear, 

darling Hawk ſnatch'd from the Pearch, | 
nd dreſs'd it for his Dear; © 5 
ich generous AQ did ſo entirely gain her, 2 
e gave him all her Love and-Wealth, . 
nobly paid her Entertainer. 


PARALELL 


rhen my Love, with Fate at Strife, 
hope was loſt to gain the Fair, 

| Nature's darling Hawk, my Life, 

Vas doom'd a Feaſt for ſad Deſpair. 
Divine Olympia chang'd the ſad Decree, 
And with infallible Divinity, 

Cave a new Being to my Soul and me. 


G3} The 
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The Yeoman 2 4 ng 
Relating bow the Parſon of 


George in his Shirt un rey 
- Bed, ;. bim, and nd bim bome vi 
bis Cloat ht. 


| 
U 


* 


dd 


= 


11411 
144. 


ELI 


—— 
11 
11 
412 
13 


2 


2 and y ſ 
10 fugelrd the Par 

Ms her Ruffdom, Ruſfdem, Fra . * 

Her Hey Rump, fri 


Rowze , temer abent, funk a8 he 44 . 
Under the Bed was be. 


Tr once fell out, a Moon-ſhiity Night, 
It ſeems his Paſſion did move, 
He thought fit to wooe her, and do ſomething to 
So great was the Power 'of his Lore, 
To her Ruffdom, &c. 


At Window then he ſoftly did call, 
Sweet Amber u pray riſe, - 
Since —_— our dancing, Loye has been xt 2 
art my beautiful Prize; 

With thy Rafſdom, &c. 


Fye Geurge, the crys, theſe Verb are but Toys, 
My Maſter ſleeps in his 
The Door it is lock'd, and I'm i in my Smock, 
Ze gone, there's no more to be ſaid 
To my Ruffam, &c. 


| OUT 
wil. 
* 


"ay 
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God of Love % 0 c. he, wounded ne. 


bade me - * il, 
ight have 
Ole my 


ut, and I will, this 
1 raſt of the luſeious 
Of thy Ruffdom, &c. 


Love cotnmand, dear 700 thy Hand ? 

x then it cas, bo ws We and logyia 
wing, tu „ d I 
— — windon ats laſt he got in "IP 

To her Rufſaom, & e. 


vere ſo fierce, they made the Bed 

xe Parſon — — as tis ſaid, Wer. 
Marriage obeyi and with his Wife praying, 
ind one did the fame to his Maid 


In her Ruffdom, &c. 


both ſoon roſe, but Geng was Yy 
kc 1 the Noiſe that the => 
might not find him, and NY erwerds bind him, 
lw himſelf under the Ded 
From her Ruffdem, &c. 


trould not do, the Wife found him our, 
own Zum blaz'd under the Bed; | 

, the- ſwore, Odfwoons yas a Whore, 
ſoon you in Jayl —＋ 
With your Ruſſam, &c. 


[Parſon s, ye wicked youn 

urg you * ſuch a "Fo 
ho' to ſave Strife, I may p 
ſometimes fi 
And her 


out he pull'd Tall Cage in his Shirt, 
d gave with ſbme Blows, 

ſent him away to his Farm before Day, 
t without ever a Rag. of his Clothes, 


1 25 with my Wife, -- 


Anthems elch Moly, 
e. L 


095; 
k, 


the Ruffdom, Ruffle, foieledoi Madz, 
Hey Rump, frixlerump Dee, 
about, towet about, ſith all the Houſe about, 


the Bed war * 4- The 


+ 

N 
| 
| 
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The Courtier and Country Mail. A Bally 
[CHORUS firſt. ] 


= HEE 


n oy Movement, er, 4 c 


ae cena fi 
EEE = 


Twas in the flowry Spring, 

The Linnet, Nightingale and Thruſh, 

Sate on the freſh green hawthorn Buſh, 

And Jus, jug, jug, and twee, twee, twee, 
Moſt ee they did ſing. 


[ Bombuy and Doppa. 1 
Bam. A L L you that either hear or read, 
* you _— for your Ni 
Dop, Tis of a pretty Country Mai 
And how ſhe forv'l a courtly Knight. 


"Twas in the flowry Spring, KC. 


bes 


Fr com Page minke ab 


„ This courtly Knight, when Fields were green; 

And Sol did genial Warmth inſpire, 

A Farmer's Daughter late had ſeen, 

Whoſe Face had ſer his Heart on Fire, 
"Twas in the flowry Spring, &c. 


Oft to her Father's Houſe he came; 
And kindly was receiv'd there ſtill, 
The more be added to his Shame, 
Since only 'twas to gain his Will. 
"Twas in the flowry Spring, &c. 


Evening then amongſt the reſt 
e came to vifit the good Man, 
needs muſt know where Clara was, 
nd heard ſhe was a milking gone. 
"Twas in the flowry Spring, &C. 


7 

n call'd he for his er'd Steed; 

Vith Piſtols at his £1416 Bow, 

to the Meadow rode with Speed, 

here ſhe was milking uf her Cow. 
"Twas in the flowry Spring, &c. 


pretty Hands that ſtroak'd the Teats, 

om whence the Milk down ſtreaming came, 
md his Thoughts of other Sweets, 

hat more encreas'd his raging Flame. 
Tua in the flowry Spring, &c. 


n off he lights, and tyes his Horſe, 
nd ſwore ſhe muſt. his Pain remove, 
ot by fair Means, yet by Force, 

ince he was dying for her Love, 
*Twas in the flowry Spring, &c. 


pearly Tears now trickling fall, 
bat from her baſhful Eyes do flow, 
that he heeded not ar all, 

ut does her ſtrait bis Piſtols ſhew. 
'Twas vn the flowry Spring, &c. 


G 5. Do 


oht, 
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But firſt pull'd out a fine gay Purſe, 
Well lin'd within, as ſhe might ſee, 
And cry'd, before- it happens worſe, 
Be wiſe, and take a Golden Fee. 
"Twas in the flowry Spring, &c. 


Oh keep your Gold, reply'd the Maid, 
I will not take your golden. Fee, 
For well you hope to be repay d, 
And greater Treaſure take from me. 

"Twas in the flowry' Spring, &c. 


A thundering Oath: then out he ſent, 
That ſhe ſhould preſently be dead; 
For were his Heart not eas d. he meant 
Point blank to ſhoot her thro* the Head; 
"Twas in the flowry Spring, &c. 


8 2 


Then making haſt to ſeize her, went 
And laid the Fire-A;ans at her Feet, 

Whilſt Clara ſeeing his Intent, 
Has no recourſe to Aid, but Wit. 


"Twas in the flowry Spring, &c. 


8 takes me for a Saint, 

ho' weary of my Maiden Geer, 

That I may give you full Content, 
Pray look, Sir Knight, the Coaſt be clean 


"Twas in the flowry Spring, &c. this 


Look out, and ſee who comes and | 
And you ſhall quickly: have You? Will; 


For if my Farher — knows, 
Then Iſhall be & Maiden ſtill. 


"Twas in the flewry Spring, &c, 


irrt sto Purge Melanchoh.” 

ke witleſs Knight peeps o'er the Hedge. 
As one well pleas d with what he heard, 
hill ſhe does both the Piſtols ſnatch, 
And boldly ſtood upon her Guard. 
[was in the flowry Spring, &c. 


off, keep off, Sir Fool, ſhe cry'd, 
And from this Spot of Ground retire, 
xr if one Yard to me you ſtride, 
By my ſav'd Maiden-head I fire. 
"Twas in the flowry Spring, &c. 


-- 
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y Father once a Soldier was, 

And Maids from Raviſhers would free, 
is Daughter too, in ſuch a Caſe, 

Can ſhoot a Gun as well as he. 


"Twas in the flowry Spring, &c. - 


r Soveraign too, when Foe invades, - 
Can on Occaſion bravely kill, 

ot ſhoot, like you, at harmleſs Maids, . 
That wont obey your Savage Will. 
"Twas in the flowry Spring, &c. 


jo when the good old Man, whoſe Cheer 
Shew'd [welcome, tho' of — gear | 
ape thought on his Daughter dear, 
Mok grateful way to pay your Holl. 
'Twas in the flawry Spring, & c. 


home, ye Fop, where Game's not dear, 
And for half Crown 6 Ry get, 
1 


It ſeck no more a , 
keep, tho' in your Net. 


You could not 
"Twas in the flowry Spring, &C. © 


this the Knight look d like a Mome, 


He ſues and vows, but vain was all, 


ſoon convey' d the Trophies home, 
And hung . her 's Hall. 
"Twas in the fowry Spring, & c- 
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4. So in the la Act of the Moden 


KI, 


phets. Sung by Mr. Pack. 
| 4 
— . Jam 
—bg- 


. 


—_ 


8 er _ 


2 
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hy. 


Duld ye have a young Virgin of fiftegn Years, 
You muſt tickle her Fancy with ſweets and dears, 
toying, and playing, and ſweetly, ſweetly, 
a Love Sonnet, and charm her Ears: 1 
ly, prettily talk her down, 1 
her, and praiſe her, if fair or brown, 

Sooth her, and ſmooth her, 

And teaze her, and pleaſe her, 
ouch but her Smicker, and all's your own. 


efancy a Widow well known in a Man? | 
a front of Aſſurance come boldly on, 

er reſt not an Hour, but briskly, briskly, 
her in mind how her Time ſteals on; 

e and prattle although ſhe frown, 

ſe her, and towſe her from Morn to Noon, | 
her ſome Hour y'are able to grapple, 4 
get but her Writings, and a '$ your on. 


e fancy a Punk of a Humour free, 

's kept by a Fumbler of Quality, 

muſt rail at her Keeper, and tell her, tell hes 
Pleaſure's beſt Charm is Variety, 

r her much fairer than all the Town, 

her, and ply her when Cully's gone, 
— her, and jog her, 

And meet her, and treat her, 

kiſs with two Guinea's, and all's your or 


- 
bs F 
* I „ - 
- 
e © — 

, * # 

3 2 
_ — 
* 
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* 
. 


L j 14 © 
* . 


* 


234 P111 s to Rege Melanchoh, 


4 Sons: Or Tou Olinda. 


Sg 


To add to Lovely Female Grace, 
how beyond Expreſſion ſweet 
every Feature of the Face : 


ertue, ripened from the Bud, 
te flower Angelick Odours breeds, 


fragrant Charms of bein 
s gawdy Vice to ſimeſl lie Weeds, 


Gacred Vertue, tune my Voice, 
ith thy inſpiring * ; | 

1 I ſhall ſing of rapting Joys, 

ill fill my with Love of thee. 


liſting Brightneſs be refin'd, 
When this vain Shadow flyes away, 
eternal Beauties of the Mind 


Vil laſt, when all Things elſe decay. 


or 


* 
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4. ODE on Moufidora, walking in the . 
Garden: The Tin e by Me. Cui : 


111 


e 


ly FT 


h, 
be 
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Ht 


| how ſweet are the cooling Breez, 
And the blooming Trees, 
en into his Bower Love guides Madras, 


liking my Dear for the Goddeſs Aurora, 

eſſamines and Roſes, 5 
A thouſand pretty Poſes, ; 
The Summer's Queen diſcloſes, wv 
And ſtrews as ſhe walks. 


= 


mu, oh, how ſweet are the cooling Breez, 
the blooming Trees, 

en into his Þ 

Devotion, ſhe gains with each Motion, 
too, and Flutes too, are heard when ſhe talks. 
ms, oh, how ſweet are the cooling Breez, 

the blooming Trees, 


into his Bower Love guides Muſidvrs. 


ELL Ea 


ve meet there, the Nightingales ſing pretty Tales, | 


ower Love guides Muſidors, + 
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A Farewel to the Town. 
A New So. 
Arewel the Towns nngrateful Noiſe 
Hurry, Strife, that damps all Joys, 
Whete Reaſon proud Ambition blinds, 
Frenzy of unquiet Minds 
| Eaſe and Pleaſure, 


Bleſt with — x 
In ſweet Groves my Choice ſhall be, 

"ae ſmiling, 

me 885 ; 

Dear Content's a World to = 
Late manag'd Peace does nought ayail, 
Lawyers bawl, and Parſons rail 
A Friend againſt a Friend mult be, 
And darling Brothers di ; 

Yet their Stories, 

Whiggs and Tories, 


Both would change did gain 
TI 


In a Place is 
Of a thouſand Pound a Year. | 
Great Pan has left his foreign Powers 
Where Peace ſat ſmiling crown'd with Flower: 
To govern Albion's born Flocks, 
Hearts are harder than their Rock; 
He that's Royal 
Loves all Loyal 
Hearts like mine, from Treaſon free, 
Peace when lafting, - 
| Love ne'er waſting, 
Is « World to him and me. 


Oh, State and Glory unconfin'd 

Thou burning Feaver of the Mind, 

I, midſt the Grandeur thou doſt bear, 

In Content more bleſt appear 3 | 

Flowers when ſpringing, 

Birds when ſinging, 

In my Rural Shade I ſee, 

Plots ne'er making, 

Heart ne'er aking, 

a World to me. 


, 


Dear Content's 
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, to 


Birds 
L 


nl e, Bape 
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HE A- 
55 
558 


by 


Ray now John let Jug prevail, 

Doff thy Sword and take a Flail, 
Vounds and Blows, with ſcorching Heat, 
ill abroad be all you'll get, 

Looks y'are mad, ye ſimple Jade, 

egone and don't prate 

ow think ye I ſhall do with Hob and Sue, 
nd all our Brats, when wanting you: 
Vhen I am rich with Plunder, 

Thou my Gain ſhalt ſhare, Jag, 

y Share will be but ſmall, I fear, 
Vhen bold Dragoons have been pickering there, 
\nd the Flea flints, the Germans ſtrip em bare. 


Mind your Spinning, 

Mend your Linnen ; 

Look to your Cheeſe too, 

Your Piggs and your Geeſe too : 
No, no, I'Il ramble out with you; 

Blood and Fire, 

If you tire,  - 

Thus my Patience, ; 
With Vexations, and Narrations, 


Thumping, thumping, thumping 
f. che firal Word, Joan ; 
do, I'm good at thumping too, 


Morbleau, that Huff ſhall never do. 


She. 
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She. Come, come John, let's buſs and be gr 
Thus till, thus Love's Quarrel — 
I my Tongue ſometimes let run, 
But alas, I ſoon have done. 
He. "Tis well y'are quaſh'd, 
| You'd elſe been thraſh'd, 
Sure as my Name's Jen: 
She, Yet fain I'd know for what 
Tr ay 32 bere nothing 
o go to where ing 
9 
we row great : 
She. Grow Great, - TORINO Kits 
Yet want both Drink and Meat, 
And Coin, unleſs the pamper'd French 
Ah, take care 7 obn, care, 
And * Wit. | 
He. e you prate 
At this hs an 
And like 4 ermin, 
Grudge my Preferment 
She. You'll beg, or get © woods Log. 
He. — Fog — 4 I 
ittle tattle, pri 
mn Arne en 
e, and ſtraight aboard 
$h:. Do, 26 Rad ſo ſhall Hob and gur. 
Jugg too, and all the ragged Crew. 
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» En 
ds; 


A Nw BALLAD. 


Ear famous Covent-Garden 
A Dome there ſtands. on high; 
With a fa, la, la, la, &Cc. 
Where Kings are repreſcated, 


wa And. Queens in dye ; 
With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
The Beaus and of Zuſineſs 


Diverſions hither bring, 
To hear the wanton Doxies prate, 
And fee em dance and fing 
With a fo, la, la, la, &c. 


Here Phillis is a Darling, 
As ſhe her ſelf gives our, 
For a fa, la, la, la, 
As tight a Laſs as ever 
** 3 fa, — . ls, &c. 
's bri : cunning, 
And wants a (lock Yake, 
Her Mother was before her 
As good as ever ſtrook 


— lo hae. 


Young Suitors ſhe had many, 
From "Squire, up to the 
For her fo la, la, la, &c. 
And daily the refus d em, 
For Vertue was the Word; 


With ber fa, la, la, ls, &c. 


A Saint the would be th 
And diſſembled alt the could, 
But 5 Rakes all knew ſhe was 
O -houſe Fleſh and Blood, 
and ber fo, ls, Is, ls, c. 


Way bouſe Saint ; Or, Phillis wnmasK 


>. \ 
1 
*. 
* 
d. 


Her 
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| Yet v was it not ſo cloſe, 
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Her Mother when incourag'd 
With warm Genevs Doſe, 
And a fa, la, la, la, &e. 
Still cry'd, take care dear Ph, 
To keep thy Hanches cloſe, 
And this fa, la, la, la, & 
This made her ſtand our ſtoutly, 
Oppoſing all that come, 
Though twenty Demi-Cannon 
Still were mounted at her Bum, 
And her fa, la, . la, &c. 


The Knight and Cou Squire 
Were ſhot with her ide, 
And her fa, la, la, ls, &. 
The Lawyer was outwitted, 
The _ Soldier ſlain, 
3 her fa, la, la, la, &c. 
The bluff Tarpolian Sailor 
In vain cry'd hard a Pott, 
She buffled Shirks at Sea, 
As the Country, Town, and Cout 
With her fa, ls, ts, la, &. 


The God of Love grown angry, 
That Phils ſeem'd ſo ſhy, 
Of her fa, la, la, 2 &c. 
Reſolv'd her Pride to humble, 
And rout her piſh and he ; 
He ſent a ſplay foot Taylor, 
Who knew well how to- ſtitch, 
And in a little time had found 
A Button for her Britch, 
ä Aud ber fa, la, ls, ls, &c 


But tis known , without all Doub!, 
| with a fe ls, 4 J, Kr. 
A little humane 2 „ how 


Has ſecretly dropp'd 


# From her fa 4 be her 


1 * 
- - 
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And tho' ſome Scandal 
Purſue this Venial Fact, 
Her Mother ſhe ſwears Zoons and C—=t 
Her Honour is intact, | 
And ber fa, la, la, la, &c. 
Oh Phillis, then be wiſe, 
And give Eaſe to Lover's rack'd, 
For your fa, la, la, la, &c. 
Let Coyneſs be abated, 
You know the Pitcher's crack'd, 
By a fa, la, la, la, &c. 
For ſhame, let lowſie Taylors 
No more your Love trapan, 
Since nine of em, you know tis faid, 
Can hardly make a Man; 
With a fa, la, la, Ia, &c. 


OD OSS CL 


x G, in my Comedy of the Marriage Hater 
<'d : Set by Mr. Henry Purcell. The 
e to be found prick'd in bis Orph. Britt. 


001 as the Chaor was turn'd into Form, 

d the firſt Race of Men knew a Good from a 
They Jonny did joyn ( Harm, 
In a Knowledge divine, 

e World's chiefelt Bleſſings were Women and 

hen by Example, improving Delights, (Wine: 

overns our Days, Love and Beauty our Nights; 
Love on then, and drink, 2 

Tis à Folly to think 

i a Myſtery out of our Reaches ; 

Be moral in Thought, 

| To be merry's no Fault, | 

0 an Elder the contrary preaches ; 

For never my Friends, ; 

Never, never my Fri 

never my Friends, was an Age of more Vice, 

hen Knayes would fecem pious, and Fools. 
would ſeem wile, 
H 


The 


ras. 


2 


XC. 
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The Queen: Health : Or, New Gillian of C 
The Remarks of three Folly Lafſes over 
tle, on the preſent A airs, and News. 
Fame loudly thro Eurepe paſſes, 
: And ſounds of many a Wound and Bruik 
Once more thert Croydon Laſſes | 
Were met to ſettle the foreign News, 
The ſame that the Healths began, 
In Maſter Wily's late Reign, 
Brown Nelly, black Joan, and Gillian of cru 
Gillien, young Gillian, plump Gillian, bold Gil 


Croydon, fill a new Glaſs cry d Gillian of Cry; 
Here's to our new Miſtreſs Nan. 


What ails this mad Bavary, | 
Crys Net, Old Nick's in = beaten Duke, 
For playing a — Vagary, 
For which he lately had ſound Rebuke; 
And they'll ferret him in the Ban, 
Let the Biſhop relieve if he can, 
A Brace of falſe Loons, cry'd Gillian of 
Gillian of Croydon, Gillian, blunt Gillian, jolly Gi 
Croydon, let em be damn'd, cry'd Gillian of Oy 
Fill round to our Miſtreſs Nan. 


Nel dreſs'd as ſprunt as a Daizy, [1-44 
, Cry'd, what a Plague ails our King of Span 
That getting Ground he's ſo lazy, 
And what's become of brave Prince Eugene“ 
Who the Marſball you know did trapan, 
And ſnapt like a Frog by a Swan; 
"Twill ne'er:Ye forgot, cry'd Gillian of Creydin, 
Cillian of crm Gillian, pert Gillian, merry Gi 
Croyden, take off hour Glats, cry'd Gillian of C1 
Bumper to Miſtreſs Nv. 
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1 ms our Health may wiſh evo, f rn Y 
fav ir ings wi Pain , 
8 due aer e Hp Fin . hog 


r Butter all had been turn'd to Oyl; 
| pawn all the Things in my Room, 
welcome the General home, 
beſt Smocks, 'd Gillian of 
2 Gillian, 9 Gillian 
in, but the mean time, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 
ound to our Miſtreſs Nan. | we. 


Lewis, for all his Incomes, 5 

Nell, now finds that his Hands are full, 
| Queen too has got the Crincums, | 

her Advices now prove but Dull; 

jen hey for the Squabble in Spain, 

hen both the Boys meet on the Plain, 

Dog and fight Bear, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 

ot Croyden, Gillian, ſtout Gillian, ſhrew'd Gillan 
u, brim it then round, cry'd Gillian of Croydon, 

Life to our Miſtreſs Nan. | + + 


\.8 


ling of foreign Matters, 

top'd till Civil Wars broke at home, 

75 —— Liquor — 4 1 

ſelly hiccoupping calls ome, 

n told her of Robin and Jebn, 

| ſtrait the Quoif tearing began; f 

0 drunken Jades, cry d Gillian of Croydon, 

ff Creyden, Gillian, fly Gillian, bowzy Gillian of 


ne? but to make Friends, cry'd Gillen of Crude, 
an, more to our Miſtreſs Nan. . 


* 


NN 
22 
ex 


H 2 4 
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1 New Scotch So xo. Th 


v the. Compaſs of. 


Within 


— — 


AD Loons of Albany, what is'e you do? 

You'll find your wrangling, and your jangling, 
Playing aw the Foo ; | 

why dee heed the Mounſfieur's wily Tale 

zpue your Noddles to bring in the Prince of Wales. 
Pates than yours have laid Succeſſion right, 
the bonny Highlanders for that ſhould fight; 
Unite then as one Man, 
And leave what you began, . 
g to Kirk, and beg Tong Life for geud Queen tun, 
aided Portugals, our Allie true, 
Our High and Mighty, 
Friends to right ye, 
Will ſend Quzets's too, 

nd in muckle Power the French purſue ; 

keth *ris fit the doughty Scor ſhould do ſo too. 

dals no more than let your Boſoms ſwell, 

g With Joy, for glorious things have lace befel, 
Nor raiſe the — Sen Ns oo 
Who ſhall hereafter Reign, 
to Kirk, and beg long Life for geud Queen 


H 2 A 
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A New Sons. 


Nr. 
F Ieeting the 11th 

B T. D' Urſey 1 
1 Time, A rurns up her filver Hair, 


F " noble Sports 
5h, Us'd in Country or Court 
For ous Health or our true Delight, 
The Wiſe have confeſt 
That an Archer's is bel, 
As tis alſa the nobleſt 
He firmly does 
And looks like a Man, 
When the Shaft ſtro ongly drawn does go: 
Diink 9 en wy Boys, | 
- And to 74 our Joys, 
Sing in praiſe of the brave long Bow. 


Britain's Father's did chuſe, 
„ „Ber damn d Guns were in uſe, 
With this Weapon to end their Frays; 
Fam'd Ain 
Shews at ” this al. Sport, 
How we conquer'd in Hewy's Days; 
The Monſieur was maw d, 
And the Engliſh extoll d, 
From the Thames to the Gallick Sein: 
And were Guns laid aſide 
And our Archers were try d, 
We are ſure we could do't again. 


Health that we gain to our Body and Brain, 
To the World has been clearly ſhewn ; 

Who e'er can ſay, 

He that ſhoots e'ry Day, 
Has the Strangury, * or Stone? 

He firmly does fland, &c. 
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4 DIRGE. 


in the Firſt Part of Don Quixote by a 
herd and Shepberdeſs. Set by Ar. Eales. 


fl Yourh, ſleep, in Peace, 
ſcher J — Love, and — Care, 

t we that pine in Life's Diſeaſe, 

ertain, bleſt leſs happy are. 


d in the dark and filent Grave, 

Ils of Fare thou now canſt fear, 
in would Tyrant Power enſlave, 
ſcornful Beauty be ſevere. 


that do fatal Storms diſperſe, 
from thy happy Manſion keep, 
quakes that ſhake the Univerſe, 
t rock thee into founder Sleep. 


all the Charms of Peace poſſeſt, 

e from Life's Tormentes, Pain, 
and indulge thy elf with Reſt, 
dream thou e er fhatt rife again. 


CHORUS, 


oft is the Feav of future Doubt, 
The Sun is from the Dini gene, 
be Sands are ſunk, the Glaſs is out, 
The Folly of the Farce is done, 

e Folly of, &c. + | 
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A Satyr, or Ditty the jarni th 
ot 5 Eaſt-India « C : gh 


. — 
3 1A 


I 


th 


Sil 
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NE Morn as lately wu 
I went to the Ciry to Poll, 
Where Members then were a chuſing, 
I chanc'd to take up a Scrowl ; 
A ſtinging Jeſt by my Soul, 
It afterwards happen'd to be, 


For the firſt Words as I unroul'd * @ 


Were, Agree, you rich Cuckolds, agree. 


Tho' the Author's Brains did ramble, 
The Sence was poynant and ſtrong,.: 
I ſoon found by the Preamble, - 


Twas made of the Trading Throng,. 


That to Eaſt India belong, 
As by the matter you'll ſee, 

For the Burthen ſtill of the Song 
Was, Azree, ye rich Cutkolds, agree. 


Their golden Bags increaſing, 


The Old Company purſe proud. grew, 
Till at laſt two Milltbn raiſing, ' E 
Some others ſet up a New: 
And they were for Trafficking too, 
And cheating by Land and by Sea, 
And ſwore they'd t'other undo, 


Come agree, ye rich Cutkoldr, agree. 


Reſolv'd to be thought thrifty, | 
They got Subſcriptions like mad, 
Some wrote Ten Hundred and _ 
A Thoufand more than they had: 

I thought em bewitch'd be gad, 
Or that I ſome Viſion did ſee, 
Bur the'Old to truckle they made ; 
Come agree, ye rich Cuckolds, agree. 


A thouſand Rogues and Cheaters, * 
In Cornhil, you'd hear them call, 

The. Tories, and the Tub-Meeters; 
That rooſted near Leadenhall. 


H 5 
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, 
! 


354 


| Were eder Stockjobbers ſo dull, 
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Oh how Obeagſ too did bawl, - 
At thoſe in the Poxlterey, _- 
For ſhame, leave acting your Droll, 
And agree, ye rich Cuckolds, agree. 


To the Senate then with Vigour, 
The Old ſaon after addreſs'd, 

Tho' half were chous' d by the Tyger, 
That wondrous | 


litick Beaſt. 
The whilit the. — Reſt, 


In courſe outvoted muſt be, 
Was ever known ſuch a Jeſt, 
Come agree, ye rich Cuckoldt, agree. 


Tho' baulk'd by this Digreſſion, 
Yet moving another Spring, 
They made amends the next Seſſion, 
And clearly carried the Thing: 
To Court their Caſe then they bring, 
And Reverence made on the Knee, 
But the Anſwer got from the K— 
Was, Agree, ye rich Cuckolds, agree. 


Tho! kept a while at Diſtance, 

Yer leaſt they ſhould totally drop, 
They got a legal Exiſtence, 

And then were ſtrait cock-a-hoop : 
But when the New ones did ſtoop, 

The t'other as huffing would be, 
For now again they got up, 


Come agree, ſtubborn Cuckalds, agree. 


The New with falſe, ſham Storys, 
Of which each Noddle was full, 
Equip'd Sir . N—— 
2 N 0 ' - a - 
Wich Tydings — never will be 


Come agree, ye rich Cuckolds,. agree- 


er, 


de, 
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The Old that knew this Paſſage, 
fe ker Comm he Br, 

Aj} d, With a , 
To — it ſent = 

Another Packet he wore, 
Five Hundred Pounds was his Fee, 

It ſhould have been as much more, 
Come agree to that, Mizers, agret. 


Ye jarri 2 that rule us, 
Wha liſh doings are here? 

Whilſt theſe two Factions fool us, 
No honeſt Man can appear, 

No Major be choſe for the Year, 
But that ſome Trick in't will be; 

Nor Knight can ſtand for the Shire, 
Come agree, ye rich Cuckoldr, agree. 


What hopes to have free Senates, 
Whilſt you are playing this Game, 
And bribe the Boors and Tenants 
Thro' Spite, each other to tame: 
The Church too, Faith, has a Maime, 
Whilſt 1higgs, and High Tories there be; . 
Reform, reform then for ſhame, _ 
And agree, ye rich Cuekalds, agree. 


— VV 


— 
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— 
f 


th 


„call d the Ba 


my Comedy 


| Laſs. 
14 


the Weſtern 
Sung by Mrs 


by Mr. Jeremy 


Set 
ucas. 


2. 


A SONO 
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id! what's come to my Mother, 
That every Day more than other, 
rue Age ſhe would ſmother, 
And fays I'm not in my Teens; 
my Sampler I've ſown too, 
ib and my Apron out- grown too, 
quite away thrown too, 
| wonder what tis ſhe means; 
n our John does ſqueeze my Hand, 
And calls me ſugar ſweer, 

My Breath almoſt fails me, 

I know not what ails me, 
Heart does ſo heave andſo bear. 


ve heard: of Deſires, 
Girls that have juſt been of my Years, 
compar'd to ſweet __ | 
That hurts, and yet ph 
finer than Money, 
can it be ſweeter than 
poor Girl ſuch a Toney, 
Evads that I cannot gueſs, 
I'm fure I'll watch more near, 
's ſomething that Truth will ſew, 
For if Love be a Bleſſing, 
To pleaſe beyond Kiſſing, 
Jae and our Butler does know. - 


Caron ef 3 — — — 2 


ſed he one Dp 


358 Dri is n Melanchoh, 


48 es „ aft» ſing i 


1 which is compos d 7 in in 0 On 


Britannicus. 


log, fing all ye Muſes, your Eutes firike | 
5 * a jou dier's the Story, what Tonguec 
er diſdains, 6 
g ruiſes, and Pains, 
is all that he g 
ities of Store, 
She Cold is carn'd bard: where the Cannons d 
= ſee Wo: they on 
At the a Town, 
Thro' Blood, and thro' Fire, to take the I 
They ſcale the high Wall, 
Whence they ſee others fall, 


Their Heart's precious darling, bright Glo a 
Tho Death's under foot, and the Mine is ju b ' 
It ſprings, they fly, m 
Vet more wi . - 
As Bridegrooms to marry, t hey haſten to die, 
Till Fate claps clap her 155 
And the glad ö 


Ofthe Brechveingeneer'd, od nfihe brings, re alli 


s ſhe, whoſe Face 
ny wi apply 


Soldier's Grace, 
They. about in State f 


Like Gods, diff Fate. 


— ury in __ 


eaſure 1 
Can as # Martzal Heroes crow! 
When fluſh'd with Rage, and forc'd by Wan, 


8 


— — — 0 


4 
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ſhe PERO QUET TE. N 


)y  ; occafion'd by the fam 4 . 9 
ul one, belonging to the Right ——— | 
Earl of Leiceſter; with a ſmall Remark 


bis Lordſhip's fine Seat at R. 
ELL 2 & chou prate with mirchful cher, 


And pick thy plu — — 


in delightful Penſb 
ſeated like a Queen. 


alt upon. . Widow ofe, — i 
— ſb froger, and Touch ſo ſoft, | 
r Creature, as thy own. 


too in Groves, and Gardens fair, 
. 

m'd with Breeze o t 

neriv'd Divine Abodes. 


"I 
. 
Jn 


, fic Ati, may expreſs, 

lz d d with Fancy vain, 

, only in thy Bower of Bliſs, 
bat P canſt well ell maintain. 


” 


Sie fiti letantar Lars. 
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A Sox, occafiowd_by the ſpeedy | 
two Million, made to the Bank of Great l 
Sung in the Modern Prophets. 


Pitts fo Purge Melanchoh. 
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N and 4 175 
Veakly Mole cke Te 
is Verſe Ls, th " Eſcurial ſhakes, 
ning of the Bank of Britain. 

— to think the Foe, 

ad of ſinking down grows it 
, RW he, their Millions grow, 


in vain to fight em longer. 


of Spain, I crown'd young Phil, 
to fix him made ſuch ers, 
thought I, the Bullion will 

be cram'd now in my Coffers : 
eſe Bougers drink and whore, 

| riot on each 8 — 

get begar will ne er be 

Graud Diable's in te 


Spaniſh Indies I poſſeſs, 

they bear a Purſe aboye me, 
hat I no. Bank can raiſe, 
„ how well my People love me: 
r grand Succeſs 1s gone 
ger, Ghent, and Liſte 1s taken, 


whilſt my s my 1 2 
make Peace, a faye. my Bacon. 


py 


oF 
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XA 5 S Ze 22 2 > 22 n 
PEN * 
. 1 (10 * 8 * * ey £ 
.. od. — Saf 
2 ie = ND XY Se FEISS CES 
w * * a * w 5 ” 


The fond Keeper's RELAPSE; 
A New Soxs. — 


Inſcrib'd to all whom it may concern: The lf 
— * a pretty 3 Inne, call d, 


Zladon the gay, 
In the merry, merry Month of May, 
When the War with Flowers enamell'd lay, 
Was _ Celia walking, Ii. 
he to move | 
Talk of — 


Fitter fol the 1 or the 5 of talking 
Celadon was angry, you _—_— 
He return'd no amorous nor Kiſh, 
- But thus reas'd pretty 21 
| But thus, &Cc, 
Go Seducer, 
Let the Word no more m Folly 1 know, 
Nor let odious Names of Mifs and Beau 
Shame 3 2 Ages; 


e by, 


Reaſon now at Folly 2 my $0 Soul 
I have been your 
Thrown away ten Th 


On pretty, Ce. Miſc, 


On pretty, 


ye and Beaſt 


| Found at leaf, 


murious Flacks 


plve on 


el Venus 


ny He 4 + 


there any Life 


Young 


a by 


N ifice FR, never, naſe 
don was now for 


Fi 


e * way $ obo * one. "hy 


Wer wo Wi "A. 


P1210. Pr Mulch 


— 


Swallow'd at our feaſting ; 
Curſe on Pride, 
Lets divide, 
I a Bride 

thus a Joy more laſting : 
ou have drain'd my Purſe, = rais'd my Sins, 
have given Five Hundred Pound for Pins, 


For pretty, pretty Miſs, 
For pretty, Or. 


did vainly priſe, 


me Wedlock now to cloſe my Eyes, 
Neyer loud nor craving; 

Skin like Snow, 

Eyes like Sloe, 

And will go 
licoe, or lowly Chi 


e with this ? 


comgar 
of Ro  _ 


— pretty — 1 — * Ce. 


rove the Mood, 
Ti Fool he paring e. 


b firſt, then rurning up her Hood, 
Runs in t embrace him; | 


and fly, 

AT 
e e careft carefing 
ot the r 


Arr. 


, to be more ſaving : 
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Don 


The frft Sox O to a Minuet 
in the 


| | of you will love me, be free in ex 
1 1 ive me no cauſe to co 

Or i FS cn hate me, be plain in confeſſing it, 
in few Words put me out of my Pain. 


This — delaying, with and praying, 
Breeds on . — in Fr anf Auer . ; 
001 


1 
n in 
4 dama'd ſilly doing, —_— TIl give o'er, 


ing it, 


yl 
ull 


PIII fo Purge Melauch 5. 165 
1 propoſe a kind — of ruling me, 
5 — to my Duty again; 
you ſtick to 15 210 way of fooling me, 
be plain, Im none of your Men; = 
n for Paſſion on each kind Occaſion, 
free Inclination does kindle Love's Fire, 
But tedious prating, 
Coy folly — 
new Doubts creating ill make it expire. 


KOI III 


Lady's oc. CR econd Song to a Mi- 
t, at the Duke's Entertainment of Don 


uixote in the firfl AE. 
[ To the ſame Tune. } 


OU love, and yet when I ask you to marry me, 
Still have recourſe to the Tricks of your Art, 
like a Fencer you cunnin ingly party's me, 
* time make = Paſs at my Heart. 

Fye, fye deceiver, 

o longer endeavour, 

bir So ever the Fort will be won; 
No fond careſſing 
Muſt be, nor ry 
tender embracing, 'till ch' Parſon has done. 


lay that Marriage a Dog oe a Bottle is, 

ling their Humours to rail at their Wives; X 
. it an Ape with a Rattle is, 
ort's . and Plague of their Lives: — 


Some are 8 | 
A Trap tis for Vermin, 
re with the Bac ho' or Priſon agree,  _ | 
entring chouſ * E Fee 
Muſt let me eſpouſe y | [1 
r my dear Mouſe you will nibble ar me. 3 
LOVE © 
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LOVE 2 SATY 
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en Phæbus does riſe, the Flow'rs raiſe their Heads, 
nd charm'd by his Influence, ſmile o'er the Meads, 
Celia's bright Eyes with kindneſs meet mine, 
Hepes and new Raprures, my Joys make divine. 
— and we ſing, the Hours fly with Pleaſure, 
abroad we care not to know, 

In Youth at our Leiſure, 

Loves happy Treaſure, 

Makes Bleſſings flow, 
y averſe to Brawlings of High-Church and Low. - 


Ye Wits of the Town, 
Ye Chiefs of the Gown, _ 
v. making Sages that flatter the Crown, 
How dare you addreſs ? 
How can you profeſs ? 
r your Soverai 
Fattions rei Whigs and of Tory, 
Zeal's a Banter to all Men of Sence; 
'Tis Gain moves your Fury, 
— not her Glory, . 


our Deſenee, N 2 
ſolemn Word, Religion, is meetly Pretence. 


The 


„yet Rill make her les, 


— — 
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. 
1 
I. 
| M 
No Feuds deſiring, * T, 
From Town retiring 0 

Let's haſt then, and ſhare in the flouriſhing B 
Where Noiſe and Cares 'never come, 0! 
Nor the jarring - 
Of National warring, — | Le 


Tue yourly ts plagalng, an Tad 
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je Willoughby W HIM 
A Scotch Sons. 
; DIALOGUE between two Sifters. 


$a Fenny, Jem, where haſt thou been ? 
Father and Mother are ſeeking for thee, 
You have been ranting, playing the Wanton, 


Keeping of Fockey Company. 


Oh Moly, T've been to hear Mill clatk, 
And grind Griſt for the Family, 

Full as it went I've brought home my Sack, 
For the Miller has tooken his Toll of me. 


You hang your Smickets abroad to bleach, . 


| flipt down in the quickſet Hedge, 
An! Jockey the Loon fell after me. 


My Father you told you'd go to Kirk 


Taking a Kiſs of the Parſon and Clerk, 
And of other young Laddys ſome two or three. 


Oh Jenny, Jenny, what wilt thou do, 

If Belly mould ſwell, where wilt thou be? 
Look to your ſelf for Fockey is true, 

And whill Clapper goes will take care of me. 


| | The 


When that was done, where could you be? 


hen Prayers weredone, where could you be? | 
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The SONG of Orpheus charming the 
| Beaſts, Trees, &c. to follow him: Sung; 
Kingdom of the Birds. Set to the Tyne 
the Czar. 
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Roves and Woods, high Rocks and Monnt:; 
I. Springs and Floods,-clear Brooks and Foun: 
Birds and Beaſts that range with Pleaſure, 
Hear, hear the Charm of my Voice, 
Make haſt and appear to dance a gay. Meaſure, 
And Phebw pleaſe with Nature, and Arts valu'd tres 
Haſt and ſee that no Sluggard refuſes : 
Flora delightful as bluſhing Aurora, 
To baniſh the Peſt of Pandors,, © 
TI ſummon thy Jeſlamine and Roſes, | 
Ye pretty young Nymphs with you Poeſies, 
Come away when I ſing and play, 
No Creature in Nature 
Be late here, but wait here, 
From Vulean's hot Bellows, 
Air Neptune and Tellus, 
The Thruſhes from Buſhes, 
And Prickets from Thickets, 
Come whisk it and frisk it, 
And skip it and trip it, v3 * 
In honour of Love and the Muſes. 


ROE PRNY WTI: WY 


The frft Sons in the Modern Prophet 
© Sung by Mr. Pack. PE 


diy; 
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E London Valets all are Creatures, 
No Modern Beau can! 


o tho' the Devil be in ou 
Nyinely bring Int 


$ 


ve without, 
r Natures, 
gues about: 


1 
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274 PII 1s to Purge Melanchoh, 
We wait, we run, cajole each Dun, 

Who threatens with the Laws Diſaſters, 
In Taverns ſnore, on Bench till Pur, 


Then bring the Miſs for Morning Bliſs, 
And — ſnack her with our Maſters, 


And often ſnack her with our Maſters. 
At Seaſons when the Senate's ſitting, 
We mimick each Law-maker t ere, 
Without Doors thoſe within outwirting, 
And act the Speaker in the Chair; 
With Votes and Pleas, 
W — — and Ways, 
e ape the Legiſlative Ju 
15 At th'end o' th al 
We ſee a 
There Full of 
The Gallery tale, 
And roar, and clatter like the Furys 
Oft- times by Order tis our 
To go to the Play-houſe — > Rooms, 
There cheek by — we ſit with — 
And — ly all Perfumes, 
| wall. o Ply DY,, 
Were der 2 to bo fg De. 
Of Sal = 
What wanton Wives 
Lead Modiſh Lives; : 
And who's the Cuckold, who's the Horner, 


£23, 
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The Bell -ASSEMBLY, 


ODE, occafion'd by K. William's enter- 
nning the Ladies at Court every Wedneſday. 
ſbe Words made to a pretty New Ayre. 


OR too many paſt Years with Belonia's Alarms, 

Has poor England been made a meer ſtranger to Bliſs, 

the Goddeſs of concord now ſpreads her ſoft Charms, 

xd new Gallantry ſhews us the Fruits of a Peace; 
Mighty Milan faſt binds 1 
The Hearts of both Kinds, 

er Sex ſo oblig'd makes his Foes turn his Friends; 
When our Land he releas'd, 
Then all Mankind he eas d, 2 — 

now far greater reigns, ſince the Ladies are pleas d. 


be Offspring of Light new adorhing the Night, 
their glittering Blaze make the Firmament bright, 
the Ny mphs ſhen ſo gay on great Naſſas's Birth-day, 
Apollo been there, had out-dazled each Ray, 
Which the Sovereign ſo fir'd, 
He nobly deſir'd, . 
bew how Love and Beauty Valour inſpir d, 

And tho' Glory in view, 
He like Ceſar purſue, 
t ke could, when he pleas'd, be Mark-Anchony too. 


te fam'd Macedon, that the World overran 

ich the Terour of Arms, and his Wonders in Fight, 

the Ladies came down his ne v triumphs to crown, 

their Beauty — — a Looſe to Delight; 

All the Toyls of paſt Days | 

great Mars of the Battle unarms him and plays, 
Courr Gallantry own'd, 

Jolly Revels went round, 1 
aptives late ſorrow new pleaſure ſoon drown d- 


14 4 
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A SoNG on a drefing- 
Modern Prophets. 


Parge M:lanchoh, 


Pop, in the 2d Ad 


e Tune by Dr, 
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a Fop that at his Glaſs- 
Stands prinking half the Day, | 
th a fallow frowzy olive colour'd Face, 
| a powder'd Peruke hanging to his Waſt,. 
 with-ogling imagines to poſſeſs, 
o ſhew his Shape does cringe and ſcrape; 

But nothing has to ſay ;: 
Or if the 5 fine, 
He'll only cant and whine, 
And in confounded Poetry, 
He'll Goblins make divine; * 
I love the bold and brave, 9 
J hate the fawning Slave, | 
That quakes and crys, 
And ſighs and lyes, 
Yet wants the Skill, 
With Sence to tell, 
w | tis he longs to have. 


25 


178 PtrLs fo Ng. Melanchoh, 


4 SONG, Sung by Mr. Leverider j 
Comedy call'd, The Country Mis nit 
Furbelow. 


. 
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lum, when Spring came on, 
Wood Sylvia in a Grove, 


and young, and ſtill he ſung 
12 lit ts of Love: 
ed Joys in Girls and Boys, 


pretty Chat of this that, 

ney kiſs, and charming Bliſs 
t crowns the Marriage Bed; 

tch'd her Hand, ſhe bluſh'd and fann' d, 
_ as if —— 3 

, Ihe crys, your fawning Lyes, 

yow'd to 0 Maid. 


at that began 
talk of Apes in Hell, 
what was worſe the odious Curſe, 
growing old and. ſtale, 
of Bloom, when Wrinkles come; 
offers kind, when none will mind; 
roſie Joy, and 1 Eye, 
wn faded and decay'd, 
hich when known, the chang'd her Tone, 
to the Shepherd faid, 
Swain give o'er, Pll think once more, 
re PII die Maid. 


-, 
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A drinking Soc, in praiſe of our Thre: 


Generals, 


UE chacun rempliſſe ſon verre, 
Pour boire. a nos trois Generaux,, 
Par tout ou marchent ces Heros, 
Ils menent a pres eux la victoire, 
Que chacun rempliſſe ſon verre, 


Pour boire a nous trois Generaux. 


Que jamais Brille dans Vhiftoire 
La Glorie du brave Marlborough ; 
Que jamais, &c. 
Auxſon des verres et des Pots, 
Celebrons ici ſa victoĩre; 
Qus jamais, &c. 
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ons a ſe Grand Capitaine | 
ene, amour des ces Soldats;. : 
Bervont, &c. 
toſt qu'il paroit an Combat, 
jours le vitoire eſt certain; 

Beuyons a ſe, &c. 


N Averguerque en pleinetaſſe, 

on falſe raiſon pour ces exploits;. 
4 D' Auverquerque, Cr. 

n'eſt pas Ia premier des trois, 

Lele aucun nelny ſurpaſle ; 

4 D' Auverquerque, &c. 


chacun devous a lz ronde, 

donde et faſſe comme moi, 
Que chacun, &c. 

eſt a la Reine que je bois, 

le reigner ſur tout le monde; 

Que chacun, &c. 


retendu Prince de Calle, | ** 

E Batte ſoy diſant notre Roi 3. f |. 
Le pretendu, G. f 

mme en Eccoſſe en diſerroy, | 

is d'une Ardeur ſans Eſgale;. 
Le Pretendu, Oc. 


us Amions autant la Glorie 

Nu boire nous ſerrions des Heroes; 
Si nous, &. 

parmis les verres Ie Pots, 

s ſommes ſeurs de la victoire; 

Si now 7 &c. "hs 


182 III s to Purge Melauchoh 


Tranſlated from ihe French, 


nl every Glaſs, and recommind "em, - 
We'll drink our three Generals Health; 
For whereſo'er theſe Heroes march; 
Conqueſt renown'd is ſure tattend em; 
Fill every Glaſs, and recommend em, 
Well drink our Three Generals Healths at large, , 


hat ever ſhone ſo bright in St 
As Fame, that adorns brave Marlborough z 
What ever ſhone, &c. 
Shocking our Glaſſes that verflow, 
Celebrate then his laſting Glory ; 


What ever ſhone, &x. 


Drink next then to that Grand Commondir 
Eugene, the Delight F all the Brave; 
Drink next, &c. | 


bo laurel Wreaths is ſure te have, 
-. Where e er he comes, like Alexander, 
Drink next, &c. 


at lay 


7 Auverquerque exalt your Glaſſes, 
And juſt to his Palour let us be, 
To — &c. 


For braue Exploits there's few 73 


ä 


But now around Boys, Jey-mintaining, 
Fill, fill "em like mine up to thi Brink; 
But now around, &c. © 
Health to the Glorious Qucen I drink, 
Let her v'er all the _ be reigning, 


But now, 


PIs ho Dare Mech 


m Pretender Prince of * | + 

Prig, they ſent o'er to be 087 x 
The ſham, &cc. Bo 

the bold Scots owt d 1 fuch chin, 

8 Devil heme fo Gallia ; , 


The ſham, &c. 


love Honours kind Careſſer, 
taping we all _— Be be 


Did we = C. 
pa ws 


117 nope 
d be fe ne 
Did we — 4 
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Solemn Loves. 4 New Bone, 


entertain the Perſons of Quality, and other 2 = 


| Friends at my The Words made to 
petty Minuet, Compos'd by My. Hendell. 


W J HEN r 


Fragrant flowery, 
lad thruſt Wines ns. * ſhowery, 


Celadon 
Celia, chan 
alant Tale of his Fortunes paſt ; 
Ah! my crore Pleaſure, 
Joy beyond Meaſure, 
than all the Jems of India's Teeaſure: 
When alluring Beauty 
Pro my 


— _ wl . 
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Ab, then I own my ſelf wholly bleſt ; 
State Aﬀacr Simple) 
Has my Felicity, 
Robb d to a high Degree of ſweet Delight, 
High, Low, jangling all in a hurry, 


Nothing witty, nothin , 
Politicks —_ Day, 180 


Nor can the dear Bottle relieve t he Night. 


He to Court that wanders 
Walks in Meanders, 


Treading the Maez of DerraRtion and Slanden; 


In the Hall the News is 
Hot from both Houſes, 
Some Stateſman ſnapt to his Tryal comes, 

Coffee Citts do prattle, 
Smoak, Tope, and Tattle, 

Telling a toreign Lye of ſome great Battle; 
Of the Czar's prevailing, 
Who we 7 Sailing, 


9 Account of bold Sweden' 's Frowns,. 


And gave a Rod to laſh all our Bums,. 
War, War, regale the Glory Lover, 
a but my Calis be mine, 


Poland's Ability, 
Fong 5 
ppineſs I'll ne'er reſign, 


Pruſſia's Hoſtili 
— offs Northern Crowns 


185 
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The Folly Miller. 


| 306 _.. PAB b Rene AMelanchoh. 


= old Wife ſhe ſent to the Miller her Dau 
Ay grind her Griſt quickly, and ſo return 
The Miller ſo work'd it, that in eight Months 
Her Belly was fill'd as full as her Sack; 
Hy Robo fo pleas'd her, that when ſhe came 
e 'd like a kuck Pigg, and ſtar'd like 8 
'd, ſhe ſcampe 2 ſhe hollow d and 


* all the [ Day long, long, 
This, this was 
Was eyer Maiden ſo — 4. 
Oh E ie 4 * —— Cloths are all mealy, 
led all o er, 
van m . now = g laber "why e be When 
I'll go to the Miller, and — hore: 
She went, and the > Miller did a ply, 


She came cutting Capers a Foot — Ralf high, 


She waddled, ſhe ſtradled, ſhe hollow d and 


And all the Day Jong, 


12 is was her So 7 32 
d, we e e pL 


P 


. 
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y o'ch' Dairy, a third of. 2 
14 fain know the Cauſe they ſo jigg d it about, 
ler her Wiſhes lang w 32 
in the old manner | 
ie and Nelly, and 4 
about Harveſt Time all bi __ Child, 
ac'd in the <p = oy hellow and whoop'd, 
And all the Day long, 4 
This, this was her Song, 
ere ever three Siſters ſo lericompoop'd. 


en they were big they did ſtare at each other, 

crying, Oh Siſters, what ſhall we nov: do, 

cur young Bantlings we have but one Father, 

they in one Month wilt all come to Town too : 
we run in ſuch haſt to the Mill, . 

5 who always the Toll Diſh would fill, 

pt vp our Bellies, — whoop 'd, 

And all the 

This, this was ong, . 

re eyer three Siſters by lericompoop d. 


« Honour of the Renown? Prince 
oy, and to welcome bim to 


The Words mage to « pretty Tune. 


OW is the Sun 


From the Horizon 
Tanpire ſo long did — 
Weak ſtands the Court 
Without wonted Support, 


eee gaga 
A New SONG. 121 $47 
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188 PI LLS to Purge Melanchok. Pp: 
We have got the main Pillar here: 
Let loud Cannons roar, 
Let the Trumpet too ſound between, 
Whilſt from each Brirriſh Voice 
Wee are venting our Joys, 
In honour of great Eugene. 


Hail mighty Prince, | 
Whoſe bright Glory from hence 
Soon Will ſpread o'er the wandring Ifle, 
You we poſleſs, | 
Should we ne'er ſee your Face, 
Who remember Turin and Liſt: 
Your Twin, Brother Star, 
The Soul of the War, 
Bright as Phun was always ſeen, 
For ſearch all Europe o'er, 
Never Heroes before | 
Shone like Marlborough and great Eugene, 


Each Day and Night, 
To promote you Ben ght, 
Let the Muſes their Art employ; 
anglings are gueſt | 
ol rom the Dome in the Weſt, 
That I wiſh may not cusb. your Joy; 
; arrs have long while 
the Plague of our Iſle, 
The Effects of our Wealth and Spleen; 
May they fly like the Wand, 
| And let all be enclin'd 
To fing Welcome to Great Eugene. 


* 
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CHANSON en Franceis, 

mem, vogel aux ins, Conley mer larmes 3 
pintems, N apelle aux armer, ah quel tourment, 
dien parmis, tant 4 allarmes, epargnezmen, 


mant bis. 


r point encore Charmante Flora, 
ex point encore tenare Zephire, 
lar qu on voi t eclore, 


oſer mille ſoupirs. 


Þ epaix femlage former raiage, 
dmt  epaix femlage cacher le jour, 
bar ton ombrage le devil, 


# tendre amour. 
= | 
WW Wy 7 
68:85: 
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Tranſlated from the French. 


invites, the T are going, let Tears be flowing, 

g invites, the Troops are going, ah, cruel ſmart, 

Midſt alarming dreadful harming, | 
um Fate, who charms my Heart. 


ring no more with Pleaſure, thy gaudy Treaſure, 

ire bring no more with Pleaſure, refreſhing Joys, 
Exch Flower growing, ſweetly blowing, - 

eme vent a thouſand Sighs. -_ 


% 
* 


Trees, whoſe gloomy diog, the lightinvading, 
all Trees, whoſe gloomy ſhading, the day condeal, 
dhew by Sorrow, Night and „ = 
uy Woes, like thoſe I feel. | 3 oh 
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_ 


CHORUS of both. 


—_— 


FE 


"4 First Hage Hylaxchob. 


Bree my bouncing Doxie, 
Come let's trudge it to Kirkham Fair, 
There's ſtout Liquor enough to Fox me, 
And young Cullies to buy thy Ware. 
She. Mind your Matters ye Sot without medli 
How I manage the ſale of my Toys, 
Get by Piping as I do by Pedling, 
You need never want me for ſupplies. 
He. —— — find thou think't 
To hint by this twitting, I owe thee a Cron 
She. Tho' for that I've been ſtaying, a greater [ 
Yourrateof delaying will never Compound. 
He. Ill come home when my Pouch is 
And ſoundly pay thee all old Arrears ; 
She. You'll forget it your Pate's-ſo dull, 
As by drowzy Negle& appears. 
He. May the Drone of my Bag never hum, 
If I fail to remember my Blowze ; 
She. May my Buttocks be ev'ry ones Drum, 
If I think thou wilt pay me a Souſe. | 
He. Squeakham, Squeakham, Bag-pipe wills 70 
Whisking, Frisking, _— brings in ; 
She. Smoaking, Toping, lady groping, 
Whores and Scores will ſpend it again. 
re Is 
h car t t have e ery Groat; - _ 
Sbde. By the worſt that a Woman e er found, 
ELhave it will ſigaify novghtz, 


o 
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f Nature works no better, 

\ I'd have you to know, 

ough you fancy my Stock is ſo low, 

ve more Rhino than always I how, 
x ſome good Reaſons of State that i know. 
dince your Cheating | always knew, 

or my Ware I got ſomething too, 

ye more Sence than to tell to you. 

Fingly then let's imploy Wit, 

| uſe Pipe as my gain does hit, 

And If I anew pman get, 

ou'll be eaſy too, 

y as any word out Shoo. 


{CHORUS of both. ] 


md Frolick we'll Conple Gratis, 

w we'll ſhow all the Human Race; 
the beſt of the Marriage State , 
w2abella's and Collin's Coſe. 


777 


A Serenading ODE; 


dt made tothe foregoing Italian Paſtorella, 
| humbly Dedicated to the Right Honourable 
Earl of FinGALL. 


wells, Inſpire the Morniog, 
Cour bright Eyes will create a Day; 
w Phebuy is juſt returning, 


ne him back with a gs 4 Ray, 


cer Ray, Ray, each adorer with flaming heart, 
re thy beauty Divine does kneel; 17 
votion in every part, 


i ſtronger than an Penfen Zeal. 


196 PIII S to Purge Melauchoh. 
Ariſe, then ſweet Angel ariſe, 
A Lover diſpairing relieve; 
Who values a Smile from your Eyes, | 
More than all the worlds Treaſure can give. 
Thus let Man do, 
What he can do, can do, can do; 
Mighty Love will for ever be, 
Mighty Love will for ever be 
Potent Lord of our Liberty, 
Potent Lord of our Liberty. 
Paſtorela, let Day break, 
On thy Votary pity take ; 
Venus riſing from out the Sea, 
Will be foil to thee: 
Charm the World then, and Raviſh me, 
Charm the world and Raviſh me. 


* 


eee eee eee 


An ODE on ucen AN , 


The Words Made to an Exit 
Tune of Mr. Henry Purcell 


Sumi. Fame thy Golden Trumpet ſound, 

Sound, ſound thy Golden Trumpet ſound; 

Fly from the Arches of the Firmament, F 

nſpire the Muſes all around: 

To Sing of Peace and then diſperſe, 

In numbers and well choſen Verſe; 1 
Great Albionas Story, e aſh 
Great Aliiona's Glory. 0 


— 
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The Occafional BALLAD. 


a Supplement to the laft, on the Qccafional - 
|; And upon the Biſhops and Parſons preach- 
down the Play-bouſes : The Words fitted to 
nical Tune, call d Hobb's Wedding. 


Ince long o'er the Town 
i) My Fame has been blown 
onnets, that ſuit with each Palate; 
Tho' I dare not maintain 
Ye Wits, your bold Strain, 
add an Occaſional Ballad. 


For as you were right 

In a Satyr to bire, * 
the Cauſe was ſo near Deſolation, 
Fo mine is a Theam 

Of as great an Extream, _ 
onfounding all Wit in the Nation. 


But I am, you muſt know, 

Not for High-Church nor Low, 

um, my Intele& chooſes ; 

And ſome think it wou'd 

Do the Nation much good, 

all trimm'd like me, in both Houſes. 


For by moderate Senſe, 

That can Reaſon diſpenſe, 

| Britains are ſooneſt confuted, 

As a mild gentle Breez 

Still refreſhes the Trees, 

by wild roring Tempeſts are rooted. 


Calm Wit will prevail 
More in a ſmooth Tale 
laſhing Reproof, that ſounds louder, 
Better ways we may uſe 
Ofr, to quench a fir'd Houſe, 
by blowing up all with Gunpowder- 
3 0 
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And therefore my Song 
None o'th' te ſhall wrong, 
Nor I'll ruffle no Collars of Eſſes, 
But with Royal Anne, 
A renown'd happy Reign, 
And a hundred Year more than Queen Beſ:+. 


No Peers grown too great, 
— no _—_ Wit _ 
Chall ſwell up m mes to Margent, 
Since the firſt at their Nod 
Have a — black Rod, 


And the laſt, a roug call'd a Serjeant. 


No Stateſman that riſe 
By Publick Employs 
With Offence, here ſhall trouble the Reader, 
No takers of Bribes, 
Nor potent State Scribes 
Low as Shrubs, or as tall as a Cedar, 


III not ſearch into IIIs 
Of Occaſional Bills, g 
Nor the Gain, or the Loſs of the Nation, 
Nor ſcan the moot Caſe 
Of the Snake in the Grafs, 
Late imagin'd in point of Sueceſſion. 


Great Ladies at Court 

That make Profit their Sport, 
When lucky at Ombre or Baſt, 

Who in Benefits ſwim, 

So well I can trim, 


To wiſh much Good do her that has it. 


Old Dames boaſtin | 
Without e'er a — 5 

And Beaur, that have Breaths that can Purge ye 
In ſhort, a meer Ape 
That's a Layman ſhall "ſcape, 

But I wont part ſo fair with the Clergy. 
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A Rabby of which 
Who = fated to Preach 
the Faſt-day Inj 
As his Zeal did provoke; 
Gave a terrible 
nock down the Ver nd Playtys. 


Another Church Wit 
Who near Woolpack did fit, 


J Play too, to prove their vile ſinning, 


Tho' twere better ſottie thought, 
That his Lordſhip had brought, 
d Homily of his own Penning. 


But a Pamphlet late ſpread 
Had charm'd his Wiſe head, 

:by one who well knew the Stage evil; 
Some Colller-like Saint, | 
Who to publiſh the Cant | 

nk'd a hodg podg for the Devil. 


A Jargon of Phraſe 
Cull'd out of lewd Plays, 
ptcht into Form by the vermin ; 
Juſt in ſuch a way | 
As with dull hum — and ha, 
of them uſe to Pateh up Sermon. 


The Tempeſt long made 

And by accident play d, 

t ſhame them, that made ſuch a pother; 
dince no one can think 
That's not Mad or in Drink, 

e er done in Contetnpr of the t other. 


And tho' that abuſe 

I'll in Canters excuſe, 

good Muſic, or Wit never heard on; 
Yer the B-— ps thoſe Rocks, 
Of our ſence Orthodoy, 

 cquld ſecond ſuch Stuff, I wont Pardon. 


Ks 
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They ſhould fayour the Age B 
That does cheriſh the Stage, * 
Since kind to their Ghoſtly performance; d is j 
Remembring late days 
When Lawn Sleeves, and Plays, | T 
Were cry'd dewn, an equal enermance. Um 
But ſee the reſult 


Of their quicunque vult, 

Her Hy made Proclamation ; 
*Twixt the Scenes that none ſtay, 
That all Bullies ſhould pay, 


And ſponge no more for Recreation. 


That no Plays be rude 
Immoral or lewd, 
In Betterton's. Province or Riches, 
All Maſque's lay'd away, 
Which is done ſince that day 
For now they come mobb'd up like Witches, 


All this being obey'd 
Is ſtill of our ſide, 


Since the Profit is our chiefeſt matter; Ca 
But of all that have been, : * 

The commands of the Qucen, 
She has not forbid us our Satyr. p | 
8 an 
Which is a new * Caſe [ * Dylo! ice 
We may properly raiſe, late try 4 


Where a Gown-man did furniſh the matter; 
For proof of it all 
Ask at Weſtminſter Hall, 

How the Clergyman Marry'd his Daughter. 


Good ſence that is ſhewn 
Without Blunder or Tone, : 
Preach'd by heart too, to make it more Charming; 
A Devour ſober life, 
Never ſtirring up ſtrife, 
All prejudice muſt be diſarming. 
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But if o'er the Town 

I obſerve a Black Gown, 

> is proper to make a fine Farce on; 
5 they late made Eſſays, 

To Preach down all the Plays, 

| make bold to Act up the Parſon. 


Thus changing advice 
With the Grave and the Wiſe, 
ich one reform in his ſtation ; 
And ſo I ſhall ceaſe, 
In the laudible phraſe, 
leſs the good Queen and the Nat᷑ton . 


- 


FF 


Mournful and Paſtonate Complaint or Pet iti 
of Madamoiſelle Gallia, or. the Statue of 

ance, plac'd amongſt the other Nations, before 
Cathedral of St. Paul's in London, to the 
atue of our late Soveraign Lady Queen A NN, 
p Expos'd to view in Honour 7 her Majeſtys 

ing to Hear the Te Deum for the Glorious 
ce. The Words made in Jargon of Engliſh. 
French, to a Pretty St; Germains Air. 


91 
J 


Adam je vous prie you will right me, 
Injurys maka me cry; 

te you had reaſon to ſpire me, 

me your ver good Ally: 

„et not your Vaſſal den flight me, 

agi, now in dis Grand ſeaſon of Joy. 
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De Carver — . me want Patiance) | 
34 in g your apy ocaions, 3 
ite to deſe happy oc 7 
ith his baſe OSS 
Among all de reſt of de — Ag 
Make, make, maka me look like one fool. 


De Eaſt and Nort Bricsin; are merry, 
Dreſſe and dere — mours are fitt wh 

De Iriſh Smile as if down der 
8 ewly had 2 her great Witt; 
But me, as if paſt : Charent ferry, 
Look, look rſt as if me were Beſh -t. 


Dares — our Grand Monarch does give you, 

: your Subjects at home; 
And: = re me tink it ſhould greive you, 
See ing me look like a Mome; 

Strong Dunkirk does likewiſe receave you, 
„Which, which is begar ver pretty Plum. 


wk Mirth your wiſe Land is enjoying, 
Finding mon Grand Maitre true; 

De Army he keep all defying, 
Give cauſe ver me to Laugh ſoe; 

Yet here in dis Poſture of crying, 
Mine Phiz lowrs as would make a Dog ſpen 


In * Gn Te — 1 petition, 
ot Majeſty would a 
And order one better Iron, 
Min clowdy viſage to clear; 
For in dis confounded condition, 
Mort dieu me have Grand ſhame for fi hare 


n. Nr 
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MAC BALLOR 
comical Ditty, in Imitation of the Iriſh Kilt. 


— 


U, 


un SS re 


2 woful ſad Ditty to know thou art willing Min, 
Open thy Ears Joy, and then thou ſhalt ſee; | 
Undon, Mac Baller a ſtout Inirkilling Man, 

oſeeking Brown Kate, by my Shoul am come eey; 
Heart is ſore wounded, fore wounded, ſore, 


a Boo, boo, boo, boo, hone, Oh hone, hery Morah. 
- When 


| 
| 
| 
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When the Valiant King am croſs'd over the Bys | 
And with broken Pates, made Jack Papiſbes flee; 
OF Dragoons a brave Troop made a Gallop to joyn 
And march with the foremoſt by Chreeſt did comet 
They were beaten ſore, Curſt and Swore, and did u 
Ala Boo, boo, boo, &c. 


When I went on a Party, I Sung and was merry: 
Tho' Hunger gives ſmall occaſion to Laugh ; 

T without any — fought in Londen- Demi 
Without one Dram of Snuſh or Uſquebaugh, — 

Where fed on Roots, ſtinking Fruits, old Jack-Boot 
A la Roo, boo, &Cc.. : 


In a Skirmiſh near Limerick, on the Bank of the 
Many ſtout Teague were ſlain in time of Yout ; (1 
And at Agriml narrowly ſcap'd the damn'd Cannonth 
- Catching the Balls by my Shoul in my Mout, 

But tho' the Guns ſpar'd my Bones, Love Gad Zo 
A la Boo, boo, &c. . 


The Bully-God Mars, tho' a Bug-bear they maket 
All arm'd like a Gun-ſmith, with Bullets and f 

T' defy, but the little Whelp Cupid, plague take hin 
Make me ſnort and grunt like a Hog in the Mir 

She had rib Size, Enzliſh Eyes, fat Dutch Thighs. 
A-la Boo, boo, &Cc. 1 


14 


Heav'n make me a Cobler, or make me a Broome 
Or cry Pudding, what a Plague call ye it i'th' 
So I may no more pogue the Hone of a Woman, 
Deel rauk me 't has hard me quite out of my 
For when I get drunk, toap a Funk, in comes Pur 
A.la Boo, boo, bao, boo, hone, Oh hone, herry marah. 
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. Health to Prince Eugene : 4 Triumphant 


D E upon bis return to Vienna. Sung by 
once Leveridge in the Play call'd the Country 
e d ber Furbelow. 
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T HE Valiant Eugene to Nems is gone, 
- And ſince deny d, 
To be ſupply d, 
All his Troops are undone; 
For the haughty Yendeſme, x 
New Recruits being come, 
So proud is grown, | ney 
He R — 5 — to puſh ho 
evenge ſwears to p me: 
And = Loſſes, | 
Diſgraces and Croſſes, 
Will ſoon retaliate now the General is gone; 
25 3,0 
was perſw 
Your Prieſt-ridden ( Clan, | 
Simply to baulk fo rare a Man. 


Tho' Cart ew proud, when ſtory once ſhe 
Hes Fel che G d » 
Blind African, 
Ober the Alps hew'd out his Road; 
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All the Rocks in his way, 
Were but — and Clay, 


To thoſe were ſeen, 


When great Eugene, EP 
e his rugged ay.; 
here no Storm nor | 

Loud Thunder, this Wonder 


ould ever from his Purpoſe cauſo to hault or ſtay: 


Tho' Watches, diſpatches, 
— lying their Frying, 

is Youth did ſo decay, | 
Sable Locks turn d into Grey, y 


Latium give o'er, name Cæſar no more; 
Nor the Macedon, 
Whoſe high renown, 
re apy on before; 
But let Glorious Eugene, 
That Auguſt Man of Men, 
Be ſounded high, 
As far as Sky, 
Or the Globe can contain; 
For a braver, 
Or bolder, 
Goa the bloody Field maintain is | 
never on the y Field m 
Hell take thoſe remove him, Ground: 
And here's to thoſe love him, 
Drink, drink Boys around, 
And his Foes Pluto confound. 
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The new Blackbird; 4 Satr 


Muſical. 


the States Deputys late refuſing to « 
Duke of Marlborough. vive 
| Ounfieur grown too mighty, 
M Made half Europe — . 
Who for Cauſes weighty, 
oyn'd to pull him down ; 
The Spread Eagle's glory, 
Long Eclips'd had been, 
Portugals John Dory 
— Gladly too, came in; 
Hogan mogan biters, 
ho our Fiſh devour, 
Promis'd Troops of Fighters, 
To compleat the Power : 
Whilſt in the Hawthorn Tree, 
Terry, terry rerry rerry, ſung the Blackbird, 
Hey, terry rerry rerry, ſung the Blackbird, 
Oh what Allies have we. 


Now their Word and Honour, 
How theſe Chiefs regard; 
Pray Sirs note the manner, 
"Twill good mirth afford; 
Firſt the Imperial Widgeon, . 
Lately gone to reſt, 
Was for Romes Religion, 
Fool'd by each ſham Prieſt ; 
Schemes of War were Riddles, 
Axxious to his Poll, 
Whilſt Cremona fiddles, A 
Charm'd his thoughtleſs Soul : 
Then in the Hawthorn Tree, &c. 


| 
f 
ö 
| 
| 


| 
| 
l 


He that rules at Lisbon, 
In next Scene ſurvey ; 
Plagu'd ('tis ſaid ) in his Bone, 
| The Venereal way ; 


marks on ſome of our Allies, Occak 


n Charles inviting, 
\ recover Spain; : 
[formance flighring, 

cid him off again; 
ve ſent and Mony, 

i Boys to Horſe, 

he Devil a ar 4 

they ſo disburte: 

in the Hawthorn Tree, &c. 


bravely true is, ; 

in Action bold; 

he Cod ſon Lew, 

tbles up French Gold; 

great Marlborough aiding, 
his Glory ſwell; 

er Fight evading, 

nks on the Moſſelle; 

e purſue the great Ones, 

o from Honour fall, 

renown the Britains 

vr the brunt of all: | 

in the Hawthorn Tree, &6, 


War maintaining, 
y obſerve the reſt; 
in'; Battle gaining, 
the General bleſt; 
Troops admiring, 
ted his Command; 
eſt ſtill acquiring, 
wugh the German Land; 
it yet and Shagen, 
uk'd him late through fear, 
ue Hogan. Mogan, 
bo ſhall lead next Year,. 
in the Hawthorn Tree, &. 


n gain new Glory, 

n like thoſe of Ou; 
0 plain a ſtory, 
Ae bought and ſold; 
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Belgians ſtill uniting, 


FF. "3 p 


ighty Sums have won WW 
Whilit pretending Fighting, Joc 
Friendly Trade goes on: | Fil 
Now to leave off writing, 
Skellums pine and grieve, ort 
When we're next for Fighting, Lif 
We'll nor ask you leave, | if t 


When in the Hawthorn Tree, 

Terry, terry rerry rerry, Sings the Blackbird. 

Hey, terry rerry rerry, Sings the Blackbird, m 
Then Jolly Boys we'll be. 


* 


eme ON 
A Satyr upon London, and in Praiſe of the M. 
try. The Words made to a pretty New Ius 
Wong sea, would Hye a Day 
Grow Deaf with Rattling of Coaches; 
Where Folly and noiſe is call'd brisk and gay, 
And Wit lyes in ſtudying Debauches. 


With Stinks, which Smoke and rank Foggs dif 
Who'd be offending their Noſes ; 

That in the ſweet Shades of the Country may, 

Sit Cool under Buſhes of Roſes. 


Town Fops in Riot conſume every | 

- +. aol Cite wit Cheat his own . 
And the Ladys haunt the Park and the Play, 
To Laugh, and Rail ar each other. | 


OurFunds are wanting, our Credit decays, 
T he French are publickly Arming; 

And for all the daily noiſe is of Peace, 
It never comes to confirmi 5 


A 


1 Th 
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that Breath in a Fragrant Air, 

News, Street noiſe, and ſuch Howling ; 
xcent Pleaſures each Day prepare, 
Fiſhing, and Shooting, and Bowling. 


ornings ny we Hunt a Hare, 
u 


Life to Pleaſure us looſes ; 
if the Weather proves not fair, 


me we Rega le on the Muſes, 


ming Raptures of Beauty and Love, 
cliris freely affords too; 

re meet each Evening in a lone Grove, 
ing and bill as the Birds do. 


on Jeſſamin, and ſpring Nectar drinks, 
If * _— has — — 
ed ſtill with a foul Suburb ſinks, 

Damns her (elf in old Sedem. 
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The Dame of Honour or Hoſpitality, $ 
Mrs. Willis intbe OPERA call'd the Ki 
of the Birds. 
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now the world's turn'd upſide down, 
d all things chang'd in Nature; 
doubt were newly grown, 
e had the ſame Creator: 
xcient Modes and former ways, 
I reach you, Sirs, the manner; 
xd Queen Beſſes Golden Days, 
hen L was a Dame of Honour. 


{40 ancient Noble Seat, 

do now tis come to Ruin; 

e Mutton, Beef, and ſuch good Meat, 
th' Hall were daily 2 : 

meg Tart my Cellar full, 

ws the Yearly Donor; 

re toping Knaves had many a Pull, 

hen i was a Dame of Honour. 


Men of homeſpun honeſt Grey's, 

| Coats and comely Badges; 

wore no dirty ragged Lace, 
or e'er complain'd for Wages; 
ewdy Fringe and Silks o'th' Town, 
fear'd no threatning Dunner : 
wore a decent Grogram Gown, 

hen I was a Dame of Honour. 


er thought Cantharides 
peredient good in Poſſet, 
ever ſtript me to my Stays, 
o play the Punk at Baſſet ;; 
22 ne er made debauch, 
or reel d like toping Gunner; 
let my Mercer ſeize my Coach, 


zen I was a Dame of Honour, 


— 


= 


% 
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I ſtill preſerv'd my Maiden fame, 


In ſpight of Oaths and Lying; 
Tho many a long chinn d —— 
And fain would be enjoying: | 
My Fan, to guard my Lips J kept, 
— Cupid 5 lewd o errunner; 
And my & Remen Noſe I rapp'd, 
When I was a Dame of Honour. 


My Curling Locks I neyer bought 
Of Beggar's dirty Daughters; 
Nor prompted by a wanton thought, 
Above Knee ty'd ay N ; 
I never glow'd with Painted Pride, 
Like Punk when the Devil has won her ; 
Nor prov'd a cheat to be a Bride; 
When I was a Dame of Honour. 


My Neighbours {till I treated round, 
And Strangers that come near me 
he Poor too always Welcome found, 
Whoſe Prayers did ſtill endear me; 

Let therefore who at Court would be, 
No Churl, nor yet no Fawner : 

Match in old Hoſpitality, 


Queen Beſes Dame of Honour. 
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P1i1,s to Ruge Melancholy 1g 
Mr. Freeman. 

„ of England, from thy pleaſant Bow'r of bliſs, 

Ariſe and ſpread thy Bere Wings; 

vard, guard from Foes the Britt iſb State, 


hou on Whoſe fmiles does wait, 
certain happy Fate of Monarchies and Kings. 


Mrs. Cibber. 

(Wars, 
follow brave Boys, then follow brave Boys to the 
v, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow 
v, follow, follow brave Boys to the Wars, 

„ follow, follow brave Boys to the Wars; 

The Lawrel you know's the Prize, 

The Lawrel you know's the Prize : 

rings home the Nobleſt, the nobleſt, 

jobleſt Scars looks fineſt in Celia's Eyes; 

Then ſhake off the Slothful caſe, 

ory, let Glory, let Glory inſpire your Hearts; 
Remember a Soldier in War and in Peace, 

ber a Soldier in War, in War and in Peace, 
the nobleſt of all other Art 

Remember a Soldier in War and in Peace, 
mber a Soldier in War, in War and in Peace, 
Is the nobleſt of all other Arts. 
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SONNET I, Made for one Vi 


; i HE Infant blooming Spring a 

| Sol has his way through Aries made ; 

And now this Wond'rous of all Years, 
The Prize of Europe muſt be pJay'd. 


Creſted Belona ſhakes her Lance, 
Her Siſter Britain to defend; 
+ Whilſt Mars of Old, in League with France, 

| Dares proudly againſt both contend. 


{ Second Movements. ] 
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But Rouze valiant Britains, and fear quite remoy: 
You cannot of Victory fail; 
Our Goddeſs below, and our Goddeſs above, 
By force of their Charms, 
As that of their Arms, 
Have a right ſtill to conquer t he Male. 


Bird Movement, ] 


March on then brave ſouls, 
You're ſure of your Pay; 
And toping full Bowls, 
Warm valours allay, 
This wiſh to the Queen, dall 
In wealth may ſhe flow 
May ſhe Lewis bring low, 
May her Fame ſpread and grow, 
Whilſt Sun ſhines, or Wi 
And Hang up Her foes. 
In Wealth &c. | 


4 » 
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t by the way: 
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liſh Fords made to @ Famous Italian Are, 
call d Scoca puero. 
'; ſhort Hours, too faſt are haſting 


Sweet Amours, can never, never be laſting; 
ſorrow, 


Care 
May to morrow, 
the dear deſign of Pleaſure, 


rant the happy leaſure 

count our — 2 Treaſure; 
Time, time Celis is flying, 
Whilt you are denying, 


ſome Few, and particularly 
the No Beauty of Tunbridge Fells, 
Ten Tunbridge Wells, 
Other Waters excells, 
Yarlous effects of the bleſſing; 
Th prove without pain, 
4 can work on the Brain, 
s the Bladder by p ſing. 
L 3 For 
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For as they can Heal, 
With the Iron and Steel, 
And the Wretch, Paralitick recover; 
They can make lewd Dice Players, 
Go to Chappel to Prayers, | 
And a Brazen Phyſitian turn Lover. 


They can make him diſgrace, 

A moſt Beautiful Face, 

And adore a thing, Frowzy and Cloudy ; 
Witneſs a brown Girl, 

Counted here for a Pearl, ; 

Whom we all thought at Clapham a Dowdy. 


A Face turn'd four-ſquare, 
Full of aukwardly Air 
Ne'er deſign'd for nice beauty's 11 F 
ith a Mouth, which each laugh, 
2 Spreads two Inches and half, 
And a Skin like a Ham of Weſtphal/a. 


Then tho' Grazzet ſhe wears, 
Through her Siſterly fears, _ N 
Of what her whole Lineage may come too; 
Since her Daddy deſpairs, 
Vet ſhe gives her ſelf Airs, 
And has got the Town Jett with her Bam tos 


They can make the Preciſe, 
| The Demure and the Wiſe, 
Applaud this fine Method of living; 
Tho" you never can keep 
. Out the Wolves from the Shep, 
And it all ends, in Cheating and Thieving. 


In ſhort to conclude, wn 
Without being rude, 
They can give ſuch a Tincture to Nature : 
They Fat Bawds can inure, 
To fell Fruit, and Procute, 


In ſpight of the Jerks of a Satyr. 
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ox G, Made on the hag og 
2 Forcing the French 724 
& to a pretty new os - 


e 
dince ite 18 3 
planet durſt for him appear, : 
lliſbeim now, nor Blenheim laſt Year : 
Th Arm' $ ſhouting, 
Bavaria's routing, 
7s juſt Fate too, —— Rebel reſigns, 
Once more fyiog,.. 
Hark how he's crying, 
ie beau, they have fore our ſtrong Lines. 


! Muſes, the General's praiſe, 
led at the Moſſele, — not at the Mae, - 
it Volumns with ſcandal are full, 
Lewis the Craz'd, and Lewis the Dull 

on 0 rfling, 

eigning redr | 

$s Crowns without Tak: or Law; 
T'other marches, 
Very rarely charges, 
meſs late, the long Siege at Landau. 


wn bowls then each Briteiſb brave Son, 

t Brurbon diſpair, and Baden doze on, 

| all who roud France dare defend ; 

lat Brabant begins all Flangers ſhall end, 
Antwerp ſurrender, 
What can defend her, 

lian yield too, to Glorious Eugenes 
When that's gone too, 
Vendoſme, Vendoſme too, 

, for Paris next Summer's Campaign. 
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A New Sons by way of Co 


ber Majeſty, on the Happy 
ery, her th | 


. 


tulation 
Tafratin 
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' Dunkirk one Night, they ſtole out in a frighe, - 
ToInſult our Faith's Royal Defender; 
ome Demon in th dark, made em out- run the mark, 
5 baulk the — 22 5 o- 
the Mownſiexr in heat, ſent Expreſs to each State, 
hat in Scotland he ftraight ſhould be Crown'd z 
inſtead of that Reign, he muſt take him again, 
Jolly bold Britains, laugh, laugh, 
at him Ewrope all round. 


| my Country- men know, how this comes to be ſoy 
how He and his Slaves are ſo hearty; 
:Commons or Lords, ina few honeſt words, 
sexplain'd they are all of a Party: 
tho as Rats, without Cage or Eſtates, - 
what the moſt Chrifian will ſpare; 
nite againſt the Foe, ah, let us do but ſo, 
ly bold Britain: then, then, 
let em come if they dare. 


live Gracious 4; let her flouriſhing Reign, 

ve her ſafery and Glory for ever = 
tomore Northern Scribes, ſell her Kingdom for bribes, 
or the Brittiſb ro plague it endeavour: . 

Dutch Troops obey, and give Marlborough his way, 

great Hannover mind his Affair; : 
brave Prince Eugene, lead his Troops once again, 

ſtand your Ground if you dare. 


LS. Ths - 
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The Court Lunar tens or RefleSiom a 
late Changes. The Words made to the T, 
a pretty Country Dance, call d Hedg La 


NU G of late, the Barons fate 
With Northern Britton bonny, 
Commons they, were every Day, 

On Ways and Means for Mony: 
But there's now, the Devil to do, 
The high built Tory rory ; 
Plots maintain 'gainſt Moderate Men, 
But have faln down a — 7 
ng'd, 


Gregs harangu'd, but yet un 
They want ſome more diſcovery ; 
H——ly's out, there's none can doubt, 
And St — ns paſt recovery: | 
M—— hams Plot is piping hot, (ar 
And all to change the Miniſtry ; 
They only mean, t' abuſe the Q— x, 
With Loyal ſham pretences, - 


Fie, Tories fie, you ſoar ſo high, | The 
Y' have all quite loſt your Senſes. uy 
Who would put the General out, * 
That is not ſtrangely Frantick ? * 
 Who'd defame Godo/phins name, | rv 
That is not ſimply antick ? 
Who'd diſplace the Purſe and Mace, Wer th 


That value Law or Reaſon ? 
Who'd diſcard the 9 — t beſtGuard 
That is not fond of Treaſon ? 
Yet the Muſe, can ſome produce, | 
Who 'tis believ'd are much to blame; 
Some who hope, to climb the top, 
And are too Great for me to name: 
Who pretend, the Church to mend, 
Yet only do confound the ſame: _ 
And meerly mean, to abuſe the , 
With Loyal ſham pretences; 


* 


Ne, Tories fie, &c. 
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7s Gown, is now laid down, 

The Court for't is in Mourning 3 

et the Croſs, gives little loſs, - 2 

His Coat ſo well bears turning: | 

; all Reigns, his working Brains, 

Both ſides have oft been trying. ; 

ſive fear, he welt could bear, 

But never ſelf den enying-: 
—ſell tod, who en knew 

Of late, ſo wiſe and Politick ; 

ears to Joyn. the Grand deſign, | 
la ſpite of his Comptroli tick: 

eral more were late brought er, 

But all were routed in the nick; 

ge Snake was ſeen the Flow'rs between | 
For all their Grave pretencesy 

Tories fre, &c. 


in in ſhort tis well the Court, 
Cin great Preferments vary ; 
nce they've Re all now ſuppoſe; 
An honeſt Sec 


e too Juſt — Hl truſt, 
Tho' L_ he pronounces,. 
to — „Jedgmene weak, 
Emplo og actious Dunces : 


this Year our Ships of War, 
le worth an able Penmans care 
t the Plots of raving Sor, ? 
Ne er draw our Party to a ſnare; 
Ir the kind Indulgent 2 —— , 
Afi with Heart diſturbing care: 
X 1 that riſe, and Tales and Lies, 
0 ſham pretences; 
Tories fie, you Soar ſo high, 
hee af quite loft your Senfer. 
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as early one Morning, the Cock had juſt crowd; 

Sing hey ding, hoe ding, I. ; . 
. — — _ gee man's 

vith a hey ding, ng, rink your 3: 
Sky was ol Painted; no Scarlet ſo Red, —P 
the Sun was juſt then getting out of his Bed, 

Tereſa and I went to Church to be ſped ; | 
With a hey ding, hoe ding, ſha#t I come to Wave thee,. 
Hey ding, hoe ding, will ye buckle to me; 
Ding, ding, ding, ding, ding, ding derry, derry, 
Derry ding, ding, ding, ding, ding, hey lautridewn 


Face was as this, oy had been in Print, 

Si *7 4 | | 
ber finall Pater pes, did lovingly Squint; 

With s bey down, &c. Bork: . 
der mouth had been damag d with Comfies & | 
ber Teeth that were uſeleſs, for biringher | 
late, like ill Tennants, forſaken her Cum: 
With a hey ding, hoe ding, &c. 


3. 
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But when Night came on, and we both w 
4 Sing bey ding, & a | 
Such ſtrangethingsweredone, there's no more 
With a hey down, &c 
Next Morning her head ran of mending her 
And mine was plagu'd how to pay Piper (: 
And ſo we roſe up the ſame ls we lay do 
With a bey ding, be ding, &c. 


PD Hobo be fe So hofint 


. The Wedding, or the Farmers Holliday, 
Sons. The Words made to a Pleaſant 


— - 
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10 Ay n both e hall tye lh 
And no Hay ſhall be d to make the Mow ; 
what e' er betide, we muſt ſee the new Bride, 
d the Lads and the Laſſes, and all the Shows | 
Such fine folk never were ſeen, 2 
For all the Country comes in, 3 2 
Day, let's leave then our bey gee bos. 


re's Flaxen, and Brown, and Slim, and full i 
here's Tall for yours Jiking, and others — 


ſome that can Ski there's others can tri 
. er and 3 * 


Tbei le. CE 
ooks ſo in 
0 all J kind, 
then of hoy gee ho. 


They're ſure all, 

think no more 

s Widdows and Maids, with their high cocking 
Tho' ſome are unskilful, Iron know (beads 
ere's Batchelors brisk, can Caper and Frisk, 
And the Art of fine footing can nimbly ſhew : 

When blood warms, Matches are 

Thus on goes love Jolly trade, 

who'd be ſweating at hoy gee bee. - 


Windſes 


w — 


| = 7 
c— 
— 
—— 
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A 


gay in 3 
blund ring Country Beau. 
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-* | Windſor Taraf. 4 New Son. 
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He had ſhown her all 
The Lodgings, and ſmall ; 
The Tower, the Bower, £0 | 
The Green, the Queen, 
had fam d Se. Geerge's Hall!!! 
Laſtly broughr her here, | 
To court her for his Dear ; 4 
To Wed and 
And ſwore he 
A thouſand Pound a Year. 


_ the crew 
ts, think all muſt do; | 
And now this Fool, Me 
Unlearn'd at School, 
It ſeems beHeves ſo too: | 
But the rare Girl. | P 
More worth than Gold or Pearl, 
Was Nobly got, 
And brought, and Taught, 
To light — ſordid Werld. 


dhe then brisk and 
That lov'd a Tu 
In haſt ng, 
Her little Flute, 
And bad him Sing or Play ; 
He both Arts d, 
And ſhe as quickly cry'd; 
Who learnt no way, 
A. ** nor Say, 
ne er make her a Bride. 


"Lay, 


An Oo, or Lyrical Elegy, or Funeral Oer 
Written in Sorrow; on the Death of th 
moſt Excellent and much Lamented | 


GrOROCRE of Denmark. 


Fu luander, Royal! by his birth, 

Divinely good, as well as great; 
Mongſt all the Kingdoms of the Earth, 
Choſe happ happy Albion, for his ſeat: ' 
The Hearts, and Queen of Iſles, 
n TY him of their Fertile ſtore ; 

The firſt endear'd him with her ſmiles, 
The laſt gave Eaſe, and wealthy Ore : 
Fame, he had purchas'd long before, 

Say C 12 —4 ſit on aw , 

+» 


Ye radiant In 
Did Heavn ere give « 3 —_— more. 


Hark, the Celeſtials anſwer no, 
None, more the powers above could bleſs; | 
Nor 'mongſt the human Race below, 
E'er ſtood deſart in higher place: 
"Twould ol ew the Muſes to extend, | 
On ſuchextream of worth their praifez 
The nobleſt Maſter, trueſt Friend, 
The tend'reſt Husband, Ancient days 
Replere, — Conjugal Eſſays, 
Can ſcarce ſo juſt a pattern ſhew, by 
Much leſs, Licentious rovers now, 
To vertuous Love, fuch Altars raiſe. 


The Gracious Flors, pain'd with fear, 

Who knew all days 2 Mortal date; ; 
That he might ſtay for ever here, 
Made league with every Power, but Fate, 


h. 


My * p » x 
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barbrous Tyrant, Foe to th' Good, 

e Wiſe, the Vertuoys, and the Brave ; 
bious Zeal, and Prayers -withſtobd ' 

1 fill the more ſhe prefs'd to crave 
al O Cnnt, might lov d py Sen 


Ft The The ore c, l en Res 


d 7s i Glory 0 he Gre, 


lark receſs, to which all 
4 he upon this this Earthly balls, 
e Royal Flors's woe, 


0 no Patient i 
pom her Eyes i 


t l, | 
e State affairs too, —— 25 down ; 


ne, ſhe can for comfort 
! 1 of her Cares is 
ſho caus'd her oft to ceaſe 

Whilſt Grief, that preci 


PRE 


ation from the T 


then great Prince, Sleep, in 
liev'd from Vice, and | eep care: 
8 19 diſeaſe, 


np Joys m Fark H 8 


| 1 4 

It we by Paſſions — and driven, 
ve wretched in this 2 ny 
if our State, ſome 


e only bleſt, ſince 


gimp? % Worth muſt 


4 


e — ta nn | 
8. u in tan r 
Throne. 


debe «kill, inſacred Verſe, till to pre: ty 


26. Ie Pays ich P 


4D at ? | 
teeny ah 2 h a 


She. L'L V, fly from my or" far aw 
| F My 29 thou It 2% purchaſe by ty 
way, away, 
te, Dear, dear H g 
Here n thisplace 71 rooted grow; 


ole pretty; pe Mey Eyes, . 
Ic Cannot cannot vie, 1 cannot, cannot go. 
She. 2 Silly ſilly creature, be advis'd, 
not, do not ſtay to be deſpis'd; 
* oy my oy Aoi thou may ſt ſee, 
Heart can ſpare no room for thee. 
y, why Joſt thou hate me, ah, confeſs 
* Fh ſweet diſpoſer - my Joys? «> 
WIV Fcan Kiſs, and I can play 
And tell a thouſand pretty 
Can Sing, can fing the ivelong day, 
If any other Talent fails, 
She. Boaſt not thy Muſick, for I fear, 
2 hy fioging Gift, has coſt thee dear ; * 
warb ing Linnet on the Tree 
| Habe a better Fate than theee 


by — Life's can ig. — — 


He. Prey do bue iy, 2 do bur ry; 8, g 


th. You tow, you lv, you know you Lye 


* * 
2 | J 
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and Sylvian Gods 


E Nymphs 


. When Spring newly blown, 
p Her ſelf does _ ” 
With Flowers and blooming buds; 
Come ſing in the praiſe, 
Whilſt Flocks do graze, 
In yonders pleaſant Vale; 
Of thoſe that chooſe, 
Their Sleep to loſe, 
And in cold Dews, 
With clouted Shoes, 


Da, carry the Milking Pail. 
The Goddeſs of the Morn, 
With bluſhes they adorn ; 
And take the freſh Air, 
Whilſt Linnets prepare, 
A Conſort on each green Thorn: 
The Blackbird and Thruſh, 
: On every buſh, 
And the charming Nightingale ; 
In merry vein, ' 
Their throats do train, 
To entertain, 
The jolly train. 
That carry the Milking Pail. 


When cold bleak Winds do roar, 
And Flowers can ſpring no more ; 
The Fields that were ſeen, 

So pleaſant and green, 
By Winter all candid o er: 
Oh how the Town Laſs, 
Looks with her white Face; 
And her Lips of deadly pale; 
But it is not ſo, . 


With thoſe that | o, 


IThro' Froſt Snow, 1 


Wich- Checks that glow, - 
To carry the Milking Pill. 


That love green Fields and Woods; 


* 


- 


„ irre t Punt Aeloncboh. 
te Miſs of Courtly mould, 
lorn'd with Pearl and Gold; 
With waſhes and Paint, 
Her Skin does ſo taint, 
-'; wither'd before ſhe's Old: 
Whilſt ſhe in Commode, 
Puts on a Cart-load, 
uud with Cuſhions = her tail; 
What Joys are found, 
In Ruſſert Gown, 
Young, plump and round, 
And ſweet and ſound, 
at carry the Milking Pall. 


e Girls of Venus Game, 

hat ventures Health and Fame; 

In practiſing feats, 
With Colds and with Heats, 
lake lovers grow Blind and Lame: | 
If Men were ſo Wiſe, | 
To value the priſe, if 
hi the Wares moſt fic for Sale; 
What ſtore of Beauzs, : 
Would daub their Cloaths 
To ſave a Noſe, | | ll 
By following thoſe, 

ut carry the Milking Pail. 


ie Country Lad is free, . | 
tom fears and Jealouſie ; 

When upon the Green, | 
He is often ſeen, 
ith his Laſs upon his Knee: 

With Kiſſes moſt ſweet, 

He does her greet, 
d ſwears ſhe'll ne er grow ſtale; 

—— the Lenden Laſs, 

n e'ery place, = | 
F With hes brazen Face, | 2 
| Deſpiſes the grace, - 
Il theſe with the Milking Pail. | 
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and mine; 
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dwellers Divine, 
Albiou's 


ew 


in Celis's ſmile ; 


ering Croſs, 
Tears bewails her 


w 


Charms her fair Ille, 
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e er be tranſcendi 
conq 


; noble ito 


| as much 


Years 


her 
W France in 


fad loſs. a 


wes attending dwellers Divine, 


mine; 
E. 


from the Sea, 


and Celis me. 
rellers Divine, 


lien 
. g dwe 
wer be tranſcending Albion s and 


Albion's and 


hant too, comes 
* 


e er be t 
eſt Triump 
elſes 4 
es attendin 


Fate bl 


cending 
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quareers more in Fight pre Va ' 
the Germans who could alarm TE & 
y with Valout when forces MTA 
he Grand Yizier his Muſſclmen * 


9——— — beating, 
But not | 


Brave 


ens ſtorming 
un away from | proud —— 


ſears the Croſs, and now f the Creſſent, 
— wait the vi | 7 


the bold Pretes > Mic 2 2 
r of Ortemen po er, - 


the brightneſs of Se to lower 


Brave Exgene's 
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4 Dialogue between Teague an Iriſh Pri 
Arch- bißop of Paris, — taking of 6 
and the State of the French offtir;, Th V 
made to ax 11h, Ins. 


24 1 k * 1 


ARK L gtoant, good Fader wat aillh li 
None of our loud * 


H 


Creeſh ſhave my Showl by Trumpets and Drum 
The Raiſon's plain now great Marlberoxgh is con 
Tough hone o hone. 
Biſhop. 


Leave off your howle you Teeryple Bogtrotter, . th 
Var can me do in ti ef lv ture ; 

Ger you to Maſs and matrers handle, 
To him back yid your bell Book and 
Ah Fernie bleiw, 
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4 our Shaint ſucceſſes delaying, 

ding will do no more than Praying ; 
aiful Eugene the Deevil ſure carrys, 
Hurneys taken he'll ſoon came to Paris: 
th hone o hone, : 


Biſhop. 


on as now dey'r beginning, | 
1 1 Troops and Towns Lay witalog; 
dey'r Lines our Army lyes Sleeping, 
e Gold we ſo long have been heaping: _ 
Jernie bleiw. ö | . . * 


Shows de fruit of Ambition, 
I bi Pride in woful condition; 
be making Kings of rieb Princes, 
ue upon't he has quite loſt his Shences: 
bent * bene. . 


Biſhop. 


fopoſing Peace and not ſigning 5— 
r Cen als now ſuch Anger diſcover, © 
ſure demand both Yerſails and de Lewvre: 
Jernie heim. | 


* 


Teague. 


's Mad dat Fool has undon us, 

y5 the ſame who now ſeems to ſhun us; 
> is ſent out to ſeek bis undving, 

i ſtrong Ale for Villas is Brewing: 
me o bene. f 
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1 1 Nr City, a. 
I bad. the . Honowr to | 
Crarr xs at Windſor | 


Advice to the C 
of the Paper with Me. 
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Emember ye Whiggs what was formerly done, F 
Remember your Miſchiefs in For One; F 
When Friend oppos'd Friend, and Father the Son, 
Then, then the Uld Cauſe, went rarely on; A 
The Cap fat aloft, and low was the Crown, E 
The Rabble got up, and the Nobles went down: 
Lay Elders in Tubs, Lot 
Rul'd Biſhops in Robes, 
Who mourn'd the ſad Fate, 
And dreadful diſaſter, 
Of their Royal Maſter, 
By Rebels betray d. 
Then London be wiſe and baffle their Power, 
NR ——_—_ 2 more; Is 
, wp — fits choſe Baboons in r, 
2 popular Thieves, thoſe Rats of the Tower ; 
Whoſe Canting tale the Roble belitves in 4 hurry, 
Aud never ſorry, merrily they flill go on; 
Ne for ſhame, we're too tame, fince they claim 
The combat, Tan ta ra ra ra, tan ta ra ra ra, oy 
Dub, 8 dub, a let the Drum beat, the firong Nilitia 
Guard; the Throne. 


When FaQion poſſeſſes the lar voice, 
The cauſe is fe ly'd ſtill 8 and noiſe, 
And Tony; their Speaker, the Rable leads on, 
He knows if we proſper that he muſt run; 
Carolinas muſt be his next ſtation of eaſe, _ 
And London be rid of her worſt diſeaſe ; 


Fre 
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ile, 
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From Plots and from Spies, 
From Treaſon and Lies, 
We ſhall ever de free; 

And the Law ſhall be able, 
To puniſh a Rebel, 
As cunning as he: 

London, Ge. ny : | 
jon ne er wanted a preteen, 
Villians ſwear all's for the good of their Prince; 
{ our Elections, to ſhew what they dare, 

d 


loſing their Charter Arreſt the Mayor; 
e- was the firſt. o'th* the Cuckoldly crew, 
El--; and Jet and fla lid the Few, 
Fam'd Sparks of the Town, 
For Wealth and Renown, 
Give the Devil his due, 
And ſuch as we fear, 
Had their Soveraign been their, 
Had Arreſted him too : 
London, &. 


Mouss Trap. Made to a comical Tune in 
the Country Wake. 


— — 
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F all the ſimple G18 s we 30 1 
To rub over a Whamlical Likes. 
There's no one Polly is ſo, tte, 


As that very bad Bar * 4 T'Wwite; 
We er juſt like a Mouſe in a Trap, 


min ht in 4. Gin; 
WSS da and try. to Eſcape, 
And Curſe the ſad Hour we came in. 


1 Gam'd and Drank, py 'd Fool, 
And a Thouſand Mad ply he Fool 


I'Roy'd and Rang d, deſpis d all Rule. 
| But I- never was Martied before'; = 


2 worſt 2 — enſ 


e 2 ottle or 1 ; 


: Rar mom.” tis inal ier with une. ; 


065 — my Joys, - 


ro. Ver was vent i my w 
If now 1 ro her Will her Voice,” A 


—— — ocging to —— 741 
is. : hop 
AY 7 
pier rao and fro the length of 1 


Then forc'd eo Creep i * my AI 


d in a fmoky Houſm | 
I us'd [ard to To 4 5 - : 


Ry 4 
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Areweel my Bonny, bonny witty, pretty Muy, 
And aw the Roſie . on the De 
Adiew the flow'ry Meadows, late ſo dear ta Jul, 

The ſports and merry glee of Edinborough Town; 
Since French and Spaniſh loons, ſtand at Bay, 
And Valiant Lads of Britain hold em play. 
My Reap-huke, I mun throw quite away; 
And Fight too like a Man, 
Among em for our Royal Queen Ann. 


Each Carl of Iriſb mettle battles like a Dragon, 
The German waddles, and ſtraddles to the Drum 
The Jralias and the butter bowzy Hogan Megan, 
Gud feth then Scorciſh Jockey may not ligg at hon 
— _ ganging to _ — Fs 
nd ſwear they'll quic ing the Mo Wn; 
He follow for a hack at his Crown, = 
To ſhew that Scotland can, FW 
Excel'em for our Royal Queen 4m. 


"= \ 
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HEN welcome from .. FITS 
3 ling Den Dig, © 3 


having the Galloocns, | . 
brick Valiant fellow, | 
boſe who did meet, 
thoſe who did m | | 
the N. Land Fleetz 1 
* late nn, F 
ch Euro onteſles 
by our galliant Commanders; 
the Drunk fer one Year 
ru r One , 2 
their Gehetal's Health, in Namdert. 
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tan 4 New done 
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TVU Years awd meat Sobre e 
At laſt he would to In gang an are the 


"TH 


ae poor Ito eae Man. 
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turn your Eyes to me, 

Wither ſimply wou'd you, wou'd you lead e 
Can you, can you think another ſhe, 2 
bas more Charmsthan to ferd off 


Has more Charms, ha: 

He that leaves a Roſie, roſie Cheek, 
Lips Vermilſion like a Ruby; 
Blindly coarſer fare to ſeek, 
Pox, pox upon him for a Booby, 
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Oh lon bright our Glory ſhine, 
Great dead * the Toneful Nod 

hay — like che Viſion of Phareab's Lean Kine, 
mourn'd on a fad Deſolation :: 


now flouriſh in Golden 
| or yn Ws Race, 
Let me too be happy in Grace, 
Now Brirein is made a bleſt } 


reat Marlborough, who for the Field prepares, 
yr Loads of Lawrel through Flauder bears; 
Vet are not in weight like his Annual Gares, 


To crown his late Deeds is contriving. 


Then, n maintain 

K- Nu © 
His Grandſon young a, 06. co King ela a 
You'll find at our | 


For tho! we late into Feuds did 
for the High-Charch, and ſome bo the Lew; 
e now unite -to'drive out ſuch « Foe 
(By Aids, to ſupport the Invaſion. 


Dull Baden, Fate, has caſbeer'd at laſt, 

Had brave Eugene on the Rhine been plac'd, 

One Hour had atton'd for an A e that has paſt; 
And given for new 
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| Friendly in every Station. 
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upon the new Viceroy's Care, 
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Have you — Noon of Day 

The Sun his glorious Face diſſ 

So rag _ with Beauty's 
from her Poſtern grace; | 

Till ar laſt, 

Strugling paſt, x 

Wide ſprawling Legs. aye again ber in order: 


Bur 
Sincr der fall fall, 


| Stood juſt like one was found guilty of Murder 


The God of Love, or elſe old Nick, 
Sure had defign'd this Deviliſh trick, 
To make the Bridegroom and the Bride ; 
With 3 di d; 
own coy, 
He Ga — 17 1 Zoons rouzer 
ing from ra 
gen Foh, ſhe c Ty, * * 
By things 179 J. 
She had as live a meer Baby „ Rl iS ha 
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SONGS 

AND | 


IALOGUES 


I the Firſt and Second Part of [| 
laniello, The Firſt SONG Se by . | 
Daniel Purcell. 1 
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1 OR anon. 


Y Oung Philander woo'd me long, 
] was peeviſh and forbid him; 
Nor would hear his loving Song, | 
And yet now I wiſh, I wiſh I had him: 
For each Morn I view my Glaſs, 
I perceive the Whim is going ; 
For when Wrinkles ſtreak the 8 
We may bid farewel ro Wooing, 
For when Wrinkles ſtreak the Face, 
We may bid farewel to Wooing. 


Uſe your time ye Virgins fair, 

Chooſe before your days are Evil ; 
Fifteen is a Seaſon rare, 
Five and Forty is the Devil: 

Juſt when Ripe conſent to do't, 

Hug no more the lonely Pillow; 
Women like ſome other Fruit, 

Looſe their reliſh when too Mellow. 


2* 
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Fiſherman's Sox c, In the Firſt P. 
Maſſaniello. Set by Afr. Lev = 7 


17 
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O0 F all the World's Enjoyments, nes l 
That ever valu'd were; By W i; 
There's none of our Employments, n 
With Fiſhing can Compare: en 
Some Preach, ſome Write, 
Some Swear, ſome Fight, 


All Golden Lucre courting, 
But Fiſhing till bears off the Bell; 
For Profit or for Sporting. 
Then who a Jolly Fiſherman, a Fiſherman will he! 
is Throat muſt wet, © | 
Juſt like his Net, | 
To keep out Cold at Sea, 


1 


The yy Squire loves Running, 
A Pack of well-mouth'd Hounds; 
Another fancies Gunning 
For wild Ducks in his Grounds: 
This Hunts, that Fowls, 
This Hawks, Dick Bowls, 
No greater Pleaſure wiſhing, 
But Tom that tells what 2 excells, 
Gives all the Praiſe to Fiſhing, 
Then who, &c. | 


A good Weſtphalia Gammon, 
s counted dainty Fare ; 
But what is't to a Salmon, 
Juſt taken from the Ware : 
Wheat Ears and Quailet, 
Cocks, Snipes and Rayles ; 
Are priz'd while Seaſon's laſting, 
But all muſt ſtoop to Crawfiſh Soop, 
Or I've no skill in taſting. 
Then who, &C. 


Keen Hunters always take too 
Their prey with too much pains ; 
Nay often break a Neck too, 
A Pennance for no Brains : 
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They Run, they Leap, 

Now high, now deep, | N 
It he that Fiſhing chooſes; ; 
ich eaſe may do't, nay more to boot, 
entertain the Muſes. | 

; who, &C. 


tho' ſome envious wranglers, 
 jeer us will make bold; 

Laugh at Patient Anglers, 

ho ſtand ſo long 1'th* Cold: 

They wait on Miſs, 

We wait on this, 

think it eaſie Labour; 

d if you'd know, Fiſh profits too, 
ut our Holland Neighbour, 

1 who, KC, 
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m Soc, Made in Honour of his Grace 
Duke of Marlborough, and the General 
fcers, upon the Glorious ſucceſs of this laft 
empaign, Set by Mr. J. Weldon. 


t the Drum, Beat, beat the Drum, 

Let Martial Trumpets ſound ; 

jolly Bowl prepare, 

ith fragrant Roſes Crown'd : 

Grand Leviathan of France is Tumbling down, 

bling down, is tumbling, tumbling down; 

el wreaths for Glorious pains, . 
more great Marlborough, great Marlborough Gains: 

whilſt Conquer'd, whilſt conquer'd Flanders falls, 
Orleans, from Turin's Walls, 

ea Vapour gone. 

Mounſceur”s mawl'd by Sea and Land, 

n take ſix Bumpers in a Hand; a 
ch brave Brittiſb Son, "Al 

„they the Work have done, 

they the Work have done. 4 

N 3. 4 
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4 DIALO OUR between a Town $ 


and 
Hoſteſs, Sung by Mr. Leveri Mr. 
in the firſt Fart. Set by 5 Pane P 
Sharp. 
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Sharp. W Hilſt wretched Fools ſneak up and de 
̃ Play hide and ſeek about the Town; 
Depreſt by Debts, and Fortune's Frown, 
By Duns to keep in awe: 
When ever my occaſions call, 
And *mongſt my Creditors I fall; 
I've one fine Song that Pays em all, 
Fa, la, &c. : 


Hoſt, Good Morrow Sir, I'm glad to ſee, 
Your Humour is fo brisk and free; 
I hope the better *tis for me, 
; f you your Purſe will draw: 
Y'have been two Years at Bed and Board, 
And I, Lord help me, took your Word; 
But now muſt have what here is ſcor'd, 
For all your Fa, 1a, la, la, &c, 


Sharp. My Purſe ſweet Hoſteſs is but lank, 
But I have ſomething elſe in Bank ; 
And you at Home I Il kindly thank, 
ith charming ſweet Sol fe: 
We'll fit and Chaunt from Morn ta Noon, 
No Nightingale in May or June; 
Did ever Sing ſo fine a Tune, 
As Fa, la, la, la, la, la, &c. 


Hoſt, You take me for an Ideot ſure, 2 

Will this fine Tune my Debt ſecure; F 

Or Pay my Baker and my Brewer, 
Or keep me from the Law : 

To buy your Shirts there's Money lent, 

Beſides in Meat and Drink more ſpent; 

And can you think I pay my Rent, 
With Fa, la, la, la, la, la, &c. 


Smp. I'll teach thee ſuch a pretty Song; 
Shall pleaſe the Rich, Poor Old. and Young; 

Get thee a Husband Stout and Strong, MF 
Some Country Rich Jack-Daw : T 


Nay, more 'll bring to quitmy Scores, 
A crew-of Toping Sons of Whores, 


Shall Drink all Night and charm the Hours, 


With Va, Ia, la, ls, la, la, &c. 


Le cunning Rogue this weedling talk; 
You fancy will rub out my Chalk; 
But I your fly deſiga will baulk, 

hen you to Jay] I draw: 
Your boaſted: Song's a fooliſh thing, 
For do but you the Money bring ; 
You'll find 1 can already Sing, 

Fa, la, la, la, la, la, &. 
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Sharp. Well ſince Dame Fortune is my Foe, 
And that I muſt to Priſon go; | 2 
Let's have a Neat frisk or 85 
And then rub on the Law: 
Befi, Well ſince 2 on the merry Pin, a 
And make ſo ſlight the Counter-Gin ; 
T'll do't, and let the Tune begin, 
With Fa, la, &c. | 


They DANCE. 


a 7 
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Hoſt 


„ Has not my Dance ill Humour Charm'sd, 

. I muſt confeſs my Blood is warm'd : | 

7. And Heart I hope by Love alarm'd, 

To Laugh Ha, ha, ha, ha: 

Lou think 7 catch'd me now I ſmile, 
No that i' do at Night dear Child; 
Well Til the Bayliffs ___ while, 

To try your Fa, Ia, la, &c. 
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The Wincheſter Vedding; or Ralph of Reddi 
and black Beſs of the Green. 
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IT Hincheſter was a Wedding, 
The like was never ſeen, 

Twixt luſty Ralph of Redding, 

Aud. bonny black Beſs of th Green : 


* 


Pri Ls to Purge Melancholy: 

Fidllers were Crouding before; 

Sf h Laſs was as fine as a Queen; 
Wc was a Hundred and more, 

or all the N came in: 

k Robin led Roſe ſo fair, 

he look'd like a Lilly o'th' Vale; 
Ruddy Fac'd Harry led Mary, 

ad Roger led bouncing Ned. : 


th Tommy came ſmiling Katy, 

e help'd her over the Stile; 

d ſwore there was none ſo pretty; 

n forty, and forty long Mile: | 

gave a Green-Gown to Berry, 

nd lent her _—_ to riſe; 

t Jenny was jeer'd by Watty, 

or looking blue under the Eyes: 

us merrily Charting all, | 
bey paſs'd to the Bride-beuſe along; 

ith Johnny and pretty fac'd Nanny, 
he faireſt of all the throng. | 


e Bride came out to meet em, 
Afraid the Dinner was ſpoil'd; 

d uſher'd 'em into treat em, 

With Bak'd,'and Roaſted, and Boil'd: 
e Lads were ſo frolick and jolly, 

For each had his Love by his ſide ; 

t Willy was Melancholy, 

For he had a Mind to the Bride : 

den Philip begins her Health, 

And turns a Beer Glaſs on his Thumb; 
t Jenkin was reckon'd for Drinking, 
The beſt in Chriſtendom, 


Id now they had Din'd, advancing 
Into the midſt of the Hal; 

he Fidlers ſtruck up for Dancing, 
And * led up the Brawl: 

ut Margery kept a quarter, 

A Laſs that was proud of her Pelf, 
zuſe Arthur had ſtolen her Garter, 
And ſwore he. would tie it himſelf: . 


2738 Pitts to Pogo Melenchoh, 

She ſtruggl'd, and bluſh'd, and frown'd, 

And ready with Anger to cry; | 
"Cauſe Arthur with tying her Garter, 

Had ſlip'd his Hand too high. 


And now for throwing the Stocking, 
98988 Ang vue SIOVER ER, 
ridegroom got Was i 
For Candles 10 f ht em to Bed: 
But Robin that found him Silly, 
Moſt friendly took him aſide; 
The while that his Wife with Willy, 
Was playing at Hooperr-hide : 
And now the warm Game begins, 
The Critical Minute was come; 
And chatting, and Billing, and Kiſſing, 
Went merrily round the Room. 


Pert Stephen was kind to B*rty, | 

And blith as a Bird in the Spring; 
And Tommy was ſo to Katy, 

And Wedded her with a Raſb Ring: 
Sukey that Danc'd with the Cuſbien, a 

An Hour from the Room had been gone; 
And Barnaby knew by her Bluſhing, 

That ſome other Dance had been done: 
And thus of Fifty fair Maids, + 

That came to the Wedding with Men; 
Scarce Five of the Fifty was left ye, 

That ſo did return again, N 


e 
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do x, Sung by a roger h come from France. 
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| H! Phillis why are you leſs render, 
To my deſpairing Amore ! 

cur Heart you have promis'd to render, 

Do not deny the Retoxr : 


y Paſſion I cannot defender, 
No, no Torments encreaſe tows ler Four. 


0 forget your kind Slave is cruele, 

Can you expect my Devoir; 

ce Phillis is grown infidele, 

And wounds me at every Reveir! 
hoſe Eyes which were once ”—_—_— | 
Now, now are Fountains of Des eſpoire, 


lieu to my falſe Eſperance, 

7 les Plaiſirs —— Fours ; 

y Phillis appears at diſtance, 

And flights my unfeigned Efforts: 

0 return to her Vows 5 1 
No, no adicy to the of Amur. 
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28 Jeve once made Love like a Bull, (a Bul 
With Leda a Swan was in Vogue; 
And to perſevere in that Rule, (that Rule) 

He now does Deſcend like a Dog: 


Te 


* 
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when I to Celis would ſpeak, 

ad on her Breaſt ſigh what I mean; 
Heart-Strings are ready to break, 

ic their I find Mounſieur Le Chien, (Le Chien,) 
chien, Mounſieur, Mounſieur Le Chien.) 


knowledge of Modiſh Intrigues, 

)r managing well an Amour; 

fie any one with two Legs, 

ut here I am Rivall'd by four : 

ied all Night with my Wrongs, 

cry, Cruel s whar d'ye mean! 
what to my Merit belongs, 

u beſtow. upon Mounſicur Le Chien. 


Feature, or Niceneſs in Dreſs, 

"mpare with him ſurely I can; 

rainly my ſelf ſhould expreſs, 

o ſay, I am much more a Man; 

th — — as he, 
ormer I cunningly mean; 

if he Religious obs; 


ve as much ſure as Mounſieur Li chi. 


what need I — my Parts, 
Idly my Paſſion relate ; 

e Fancy that Captivates Hearts, 

colves not to alter my Fate: 

Sing, Caper, Ogle, and Speak, 

ad make a long Court, Awſ bien, 

yet with one Paſlonate Lick, 

n out-Rivall'd by Mounſieur Le Chien. 


JR 


Te 


A Son. 
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EAR Pinckaninny, if half a Guinny, 
To Love will win ye, 

[ lay it here down; 

muſt be Thrifty, 

ill ſerve to ſhift ye, 

know Fifty, 

Will do's for a Crown, 


1 7 5 

's o flow 2 

| by ot Bio Ho 

To all I can ſay; 

Tm ſo rapt in, 

Snare that I'm * in, 
m a true 
Give more han my Pay. 


d your — yg 
You 5 be ſo Sheds 
s to be making, 
reaty ſo ſneakin 
Dream too of ing, 
My Fort with ſmall Gold. 


r Town Miſſes, 

gape at Ten -— +" 
who me poſſeſſes 

Full Twenty ſhall Pay; 
all poor Rogues in Buff, 

„ — 1 ſtrut and huf, 
Captain kick and cuff, 
March on your way. 
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4 two Part Sons: Being part of an O5 
ade to Entertain the Nobility and Gentry 
the County of York. Set by Mr. Henry Pur 
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ND in each ah of Glory, ſince, 

And in each track of Glory, ſince ; 

c their lov'd Country, or their Prince. 

ces that hate, that hate Rome's Tyranny, | 
d joyn the Nations right, with their own Royalty: 
ne were more ready, none were more ready, 

dne, none, none, none, none were more re y 

In Diſtreſs to Save; 

dnone were more Loyal, none, : :: :. : :: H. : :::: 
None were more Loyal, none, none more Brave. 
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4 Prophetick SONNET, On the En 
Campaign: Made to encourage the Officer; 


Soldiers. To a pretty Trumpet-Tune. 


9 
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OW, now Winter is retreating, 

Hark, hark the Martial Drum is beating; 
ſmiles upon the Glorious Year, 

eſtin'd for Proud France to fear: 

; ſhall ſhake with Marlborough's Thunders, 
x too where Staremberg did Wonders, 
it of ſome late unlucky blunders ; 
the taking of Girrone March, 

1, begin the Seige of Arras, 

n, then lead on your way to Pars; 
eur you'll confound 

| Philip muſt in courſe go down. 


, ceaſe Brittiſh Men your jangling, 

ut harms befall us b * wrangling; 
feuds encourage ſtill the Foe, 

elſe might quickly overthrow: 

all, let Royal Anna charm ye, 

means to pay the Fleet and Army; 
pow'r of bragging France will harm ye, 
Tho' Te Dexms never ceaſe; 

' tho' with Boyiſh crowds they threaten, 
mow their Marſhals can be beaten ; 
Conqueſts will increaſe, 

And ſoon we ſhall command a Peace. 


Second Movement. 


But if we ſquable and braw], 
And daily to difference fall; 
If Jarr in our Votes, 
As Ranters, and Canters, 
And Thy Church, and my Church, 
We're ready for Cutting of Throats ; 
Then as plainly will be ſeen, 
Our loſſes begins with ſhame, 
And teaze the Gracious Queen : 
Ah, how will Trance delight in't, 
Who'll go to Spain, to Fight in't, 
Lifters and Shifters, 
Preſs Maſters may follow and ſeize in vain, 
No good luck follows Waring, 
Where the Natives are Jarring; - ( 


Then happily let us agree, and have at the Men 


12 was a dawdy Lad, 
And Jemmy ſwarth and Tawney ; 
They my Heart no Captive made, 
For that was Prize to 3 
Jockey Woes, and Sighs and Sues, 
And 7 offers Money ; 
Weel I ſee they both love me, 
But I love only Sawney. 


Jockey high his Voice can raiſe, 
And Femmy tunes the Viol; 

ut when Sawney Pipes ſweet Lays, 
My Heart kens no denial : 

One he Sings, and to'ther Strings, 

(a Tho ſweet, yet only teaze mez, 

* Sawney's Flute, can only dot, 

: And Pipe a Tune to pleaſe me. 


0 
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29 Ps LL 5 £0. Fung Melancholy; 


A Catch for Three Voices, Set by Mr. Hen. P 
cell. Tranſlated from the Latin of Buc 


AN — 7 
| LL C 
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b we 
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Us 


Oung — — - A — 
t ev'ry Thumping, thumping blow cry'd hem 
told As Witz — told his Wife, 2 — 
old his Wife who the Cauſe would knoõẽ w-, 
Hem made the Wedge much further go:: 
p an, when at Night to Bed they came, 
both were Playing at that ſame; = 
lem, hem, hem prithee, prithee, prithee Collin do, 
r thou lov'dft me, Dear hem now; — 
„e no, no, no, bets ag 
ork will Split, will ſplit with half a'bLow ;* . + 
now I Bore, now I bore, now I bore, 
now, now 1 bore, 


L when I Cleave, but now I Bore. _ * 
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(On Tug, my Honey, let's to bed, 

| It is no Sin, fin we are wed; © 
For when I am near thee by deſire, 
I burn like any Coal of Fire. 


To quench thy Flames I'll ſoon agree ; 
Thos are the Sun, and I the Sea; - 
All Night within my Arms ſhalt be, 
And rite each Morn as frelh as he. 


LU, Come on then, and couple together, 
Come alt, the Old and the Tong, 
The Short and the Tal; 
The richer than Creœſus, 
And poorer than — 
For 17 Wedding Beading, 
That Peoples the Globe. 


My Heart and all's at thy command, 
And tho' I've never a Foot of Land, 
Yet fix fat Ewes, and one milch Cow, 
I think, * Jag, is Wealth enow. 

A Wheel, latters and a Spoon, 

A Jacket edy'd with blue G ; 
My Coat, my Smock is thine, and 
And ing under beſt of all. 


10. cas av then, &c. 
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A Scotch SONG. 
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take the War, that hurry d Willy from me, 
Who to love me, juſt had — — 


me, 


Jy 

made him | ſire to 
Woe is me, he'll ne et᷑ return; 
thouſand Loons abroad will Fight — 
le from thouſands ne er will il An; | 
and Night I did invite, 
o ſtay lafe from the Sword Gm: 


I us'd alluring Graces, 
With, —— 1 fly 

Crying, Tears * 
Hou ay en 
referr'd to Wars alarms: 5 
Love — Mad, without the Man of Gad, 


in my fit, I had grenced all. 
lb nd Parch's i make Nur lock grebe 
r told me wou'd catch rhe a. 
75 a huge Commode ſat cocking, a 
Phich _ me * as 2 agen: * 
new wn too, muckle Mo — 
| — wn — 2 — did == cf ED * 
ve well might think me — 
o Seotebh Laſi was e er fo, Fi 


„beg 


My Petticoat I $ 
Prin too with 1 


To — ches are nou _ 
* to Towns, and Riffled with Ss 


r PEN _ 


* 


5 

* 
: 
: 
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i 


OW vile are the Sordid Intrigues of the Towa, 
Cheating and Lying continvally ſway ; | 

1 Bully and Punk, to the Politick Gown, 

In Plotting and Sotting, they waſte the Day: 

their Diſcourſe is of Foreign Affairs, 

e French and the Wars is always the cry; 

Marriage alas is declining, 

Nay, tho" a Virgin lies pining, 

Curſe of this Jarring, what luck have E 


bop'd a rich Trader by Ogling Charms, 

lato my Conjugal Fetters to ring; 

planted my ſnare too, for one lov'd Arms, 

But his deſign was another bing: 

tom the Court Province, down to the dull Citts, 

th Cully and Wits of Marriage are ſby; 
— alas is declining, _ 

Nay, tho a poor Virgin lies pining, 

pox of the Mounfßeur, what tuck have I. 


- 
= 
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Hampton Cou ſt, 


Tune, ma 


a new Song. 
by a Perſon 


«ge, 
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| 4 n 
Here divine Glir/ans, her Paliee late read. 
And the choiceſt delights, Art and Nature prepar di 
| the bank of ſweet Thames, gently Akin along; 
e Love - ſick Ph/lander ſate down an thus Sang: 
e happy than yet any place was before, 
ou dear bleſt reſemblance of her Ladore; 
Eyes are delighted with proſpect of thee, 1 
hou charm'ſt ev ry Senſe, thou charm'ſt ev ri Senſe, 
— Wh / juſt ſo does ſhe. n 


the River's clear Waves Zephyr ſoftly does rowl, 
her breathrmoves the Paſſions, that flow in my Soul; 
the Trees by tho Sun, feel a nouriſhing oy; 
my Heart is refreſh'd by a glance from her y 
he Birds pretty Notes, we ſtil} hear when ſhe ſpeaks; 
the ſwe of Gardens, ſtill blooms in her Checks ;: 
I that dear blifs, for no other I'd ſue; 
ho enjoys this ſweet Eve, who enjoys this ſweet Eve, 
all Paradiſe too. | 
4 


300 PII IS to Purge Melanchoh. 
A So no on the Vifory over the Turks, 


Ecchoing — the German ſhore, Ar 
—_— the jo —— News comes —_—_— 
72 — 152 run, they run, 
— the grand half Moon, 
T Quarter give to none, 
3 Staremberg i is W 


Cloſe your rank, and each brave ſoul 
-ma a luſty flowing bowl, 

rand carouſe to the Royal Pole, 

he Empires braye defender ; 


Man leave his poſt by ſtealth, 

der the Grand Yiſcer's wealth, 
drink a Helmet full to th' Health 
Of the ſecond Alexander. 


met was a ſober dog, : 

gal- beer, drowy, ſenſeleſs Rogue, 

þ juice of the Grape ſo much in wogue, 
o forbid to thoſe adore him; 

xd he but allow'd rhe Yine, 

ven em leave to carouſe in Wine, 

e Turk had ſafely paſt the Rhine, 

And conquer'd all before him. 


ith dull 7es they fought in vain, 
, leſs ViEry to — 


ducceſs muſt needs attend him; 


ith often firing feels no harm, 
tile the Sober ſor flies the alarm, 
No Laurel can befriend him. 


þi0ians thus with conqueſt crown'd 
«eft with the Gloſs goes round, 

eak Coffee can't keep its 

Againſt the force of Claret: 

if we give them thus the Foil, 

d the Pagan Troops recoyl, 

le Valiant Poles divide the ſpoil, 

And in brisk Nectar ſhare it. 


dels are now o'ercome, | 

t the moll Chriſtian Twurk's at home, 

| n fate of Chriftendom, 

But all his hopes are ſhallow ; 

e the Poles have led the Dance, 
Engliſh Ceſar now advance, 

Ind if he ſends a Fleet to France, | 
He's a VVig that will not follow. 


here ſprightly Muse fills ev'ry Vein; 
ur Brains (like our Cannons) warm, 


Pruts to Nui Melochoh, you 


—_— - - 
- — — Ba << acc as cw. ——— — „% £4 Io. Go ee rr oe oe I LI IO 
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Purcell. 
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4 Op E to Cynthia v 
Hill. Set by Mr 


802 


P11:1's to Ruge n 


N the Brow of Riebmmd Hill, 
Which Europe ſcarce can parallel, 
8 nn — — 
o view the Pro ro 
whoſe fair Fruicfel Gas ; 
he Silver Thames does ſoftly glide, 
leadows dreſs'd in Summers = 
—— — — Crown 
wely Cynthia 
on brighter Fri bien my er. 
then in vain, in vain ſaid I, 
The Fields and Flowers do ine: 
Nature in this Charming Place, 
rated Pleaſure in Exceſs, 
ut all are Poor to Cyntbis's Face, 


Whoſe Features are Divine, 
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the Beautious River run, 
— Billow Rowling on, 
Trees and flowers Court the Sun, 
Bur when © A 
ia appear, 
To vieſs 2 with all ch 's fair, 
Ah! what Beauty can compare 
To Charmeng Fleſh and Blood ; 
Nature all — ural Joys, 
large expoſes to our Eyes, 
Dur Hills — Valleys, Air and Skyes 
Henceforth let fools admire ; 


rown'd with t city, 
& till be - 4M 
Leeder f deſire. 


wirGtc<Cteyq<tWwwwbpll gg 
A Scotch Son. 
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Ads and Laſſes Blith and Gay, 
Hear what my Song diſcloſes, 

lone Morning ſleeping lay, 

Upon a bank o — = 

ly ganging out his Gate, 

by geud luck chanc'd to py me; 

H pulling Bonnet from his Pate 

tle ſoftlx lay down by me. 


tho' I muckle priz'd,. 
et now I wou'd not know him; 
made a Frown my Face diſguis'd, 
And from me ſtrove to throw him: 
dly he ſtill nearer preſt, 
— my Boſom lying; 
beating Heart roo thump d ſo faſt, 
thought the Loon was dying. 


teſolving to deny, 
An angry Paſſion 
ten roughly puſh'd him by, 
With words full of diſdaining: 
baulk'd no favour wins, 
Went off ſo diſcontented; 

I geud faith for all my Sins, 
Ne'er half ſo muck Repented 


(WY! =>: 
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A Scotch SONG. 
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Nen 
As I along the Fields did paſs to . 2 
orn 
T leaked me behind, and I ſaw come over the Knoug 
Yan glenting in an Apron with bonny brent Brow. 


* 


— 
— — 


%. 
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tid gud morrow fair Maid, and ſhe right courteouſlie, 
kt lew and fine, kind Sir, ſhe faid, gud day agen to ye; 
ſpear d o her, fair Maid quo I, how far intend ye now? 
yo ſhe, I mean a Mile or twa, to yonder bonny brow. 


ir Maid, I'm weel contented to have ſike Company, 
x I am ganging out the Gate that ya intend ra be; 
hen we had walk'd a Mile or twa, Ize ſaid to her, my 


L not dight your Apron fine, kiſs your bonny brow. 


, gud Sir, you are far miſteen, for I am nean o'thoſe, 
dope ya ha more Breeding then to dight a Womans 
i ( Cloaths; 
r I've a better choſen than any ſike as you, 
ſho boldly may my Apron dight and 2 
: . brow.- 


1 if ya are contrafted, I have ne mar to ſay, 
ther than be rejected, I will give o'er the play; 
d I will choſe yen o me own that ſhall not on me rew, 


ill boldly let me dighe her Apron, kiſs her bonny brow. 


le ſee ya are prifad-hearted, and leath to beſaidnay; 
u need — tall ha ſtarted, for eight that Ize ded ſay ; 
u know Wemun for Modeſtie, ne at the firſt time boo, 


t, gif we like your Company, weareas kind ax.yoye 


„ . 
by * 
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The Nurſes 80 N o. 


M dear Cock adoodle, 
My Jewel, my Joy; 
My Darling, my Honey, 
y Pretty ſweet Boy: 
Before I do Rock thee, 
| With ſoft Lul-la-by ; 
Give me thy ſweet Lips, 


To be Kiſs, kiſs, kiſe, iſe, , Buſs 


Thy Charming high Fore-head, 
1. — too like Sloes; 
* e Dimple Chin, 
And thy right Reman Noſe: 


III Purge Melexcholy. 

th ſome marks 

That lie Sn thy Cloaths 
thou'lr be a rare one, 

1 Kiſs, kiſs, Ke. 


make thee quickly : 
regs ==, po 

Feed thee, I'll Stroak thee, 

I make thee a Mun: 8 

then how the Laſſes, 5 
l, Betty and Nan; v * 
(thee will run Mad, 

1 be Kiſs, f, &c. 


1 when in due Seaſdn, 


d Lead a young Lady, 
From Church 4 che bed: 
Welfare the looſing, 


ily come near her, 
h Kiſs, kiſs, &c. 


en Welfare high Fore-head, 
And Eyes black as Sloes ; 

d Welfare the Dimple, - 
_ TIO 2 oſe: 

ad all pretty Marks, 

That lie under the Cloaths ; 
Ir none is more hopeful, 

Te Kist, kiſs, &c. 


& 
4 


My Bily ſhall Wed ; . 


Of her Maiden- Head; . 


Piste Parge: Mekencdohy, 


A New SON G. 
Set by Mr J. Clarke. 
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Ark the Cock crow'd, 'is Day all abroad, 


And looks like a jolly fair morning ; | 
Roger and James, and drive out your 1 
p quickly to carry the Corn in: 

the drowzy and 8arneby ee 
;Breakfaſt we'll flout and we'll jear boys; 
zards ſhall chatter with Small-beer and Water, 
hilſt you ſhall rope off the March beer, Boys. 


that Snore for ſhame give it o'er, 
outh open the Flies will be blowing; 
ret us ſtout Hum when Chriſtmas is come, 
way where the Barly is Mowing: 
jour Smock ſleeves too, go bind up the Sheaves too, 
ich _ oung: Rowland and Harry; | 
when:work's over, at Night give each Lover, 
Hugg and a Buſs in the Dairy. 


0 for the Mow, and two for the Plow, 

then the next labour comes after; 2 

ſure I hired four, but if you want more, 

| ſend you my Wife and my Daughter : 
the truſty, tell Rachel the luſty, 

he Barn's a brave place to ſteal Garters; 

ut her and you then, contrive up the Mow then, 
d take it at Night for your Quarters, 


* 
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S E Bonny Kate, the Sun's got up high, 

The Fidlers have play'd their laſt merry Tune; 
give em a George and bid em god b'w'y, 
And gang to the Wells before 'tis noon. 


ere tO thy Health ize drink my three quarts, 
Then raffle among the Beauties divine 

here tho' ſome young Fops may chance to loſe hearts, 
Aſſure thy ſelf Jockey's thall ſtill be thine. 


hen we come home we'll kiſs and we'll bill, 

And Feaſt on each other-as well as our meat; 

en ſaddle eur Nags and away to Box-hill, 

And there, there, there, conſummate the Treat. 


when at Bowls I chance to be broke, 

{mile thou, and for loſſes I care not a pin; 

puſh on my Fortune at Night at the Oak, 

And quickly, quickly, quickly, recov'r all agen. 


thy diverſion doud'ſt thou but think, | 
Why here all degrees cold Bumpers take off; 
why all this croud come hither to drink, 

In ſpight of the Spleen twou'd make thee laugh 


urtiers and Plough-men, States-men and Citts, 
The Men of the Sword, and Men of the Laws; 
e Virgin, the Punck, the Fools, and the Wits, 
ul tope off their Cups for a different Cauſe. 


v Marry'd Brides their -—_ to pleaſe, 

ch Morning quaff largely in hopes to conceive z 
dolly too drinks to wath off his Diſeaſe, 
ul fearing the Fall of the Leaf. 


muſty Wives take Nine in a hand, 

TheMaiden takes five too,that's vex'd with herGreens; 

opes they'II have pow'r to prepare her for Man 
hen ever Ihe comes to her Teens. bs 
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) Oyal and fair, great is dear Bleſſing, 
The Charming Regent of the Swains ; 
avy with Care, thus ſadly expreſſing 
Her Grief, ſat weeping on the Plains: 
hy did my Fate exalt me ſo high, 
* State muſt deprive me of Joy; 
ince Willy is gone, N 
Ah! How vainly ſhines the Sun, 
Till Fates decree, the Winds and Sea, 
Waft, waft him to me. | 


ge are my Flocks, and flowry my Paſtures, 
Worth Treaſures vaſt of Silver and Gold; 
here ravenous Wolves too fain would be Maſters, 
Devour all my Lambs, and break down my Fold : 
ly, while here, ſecur'd me from fear, 
| the Wild Herd ſtood in awe of my Dear; 
Mourning Sigh and hourly Cry, 
Let Fates decree, the Winds and Sea, 
Waft My to me. 
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Awney was tall and of Noble Race, 

) And lov'd me better than any eane ; 
new he ligs by another Laſs, 

And Sawney will ne'er be my love agen: 
we him fine Scotch Sarke and Band, 

it 'em on with mine own hand; 

ve him Houſe, and I gave him Land, 
ſet Sawney will ne'er be my Love agen. 


vb'd the Groves of all their ſtore, 
ind Noſegays made to give Sawney one; 
riſod my Breaſt and feign would do mere, 


(queez'd my fingers, graſp'd my knee, 
a carv'd my Name on each green Tree, 
 ſigh'd and languiſh'd to lig by me, 
let now he wo not be my Love agen, 


Bongrace and my Sun-burnt-ſace, 

e prais'd, and alſo my Ruſſet Gown ; 
t now he doats on the Copper Lace, 
If ſome leud Quean of London Town: 
gangs. and gives her Curds and Cream, 
uſt I poor Soul fit ſighing at heam, 
near joy Samney unleſs in a Dream, 
tor now he ne'er will be my Love again. 


P 3 


eud feth me thought he was a bonny one: 
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** when the Sheep were Shearing, 
And under the . Mow; 

t gave to Dol a Fairi 

As ſhe had milk'd her OW : 

oth he, I fain wou'd Wed thee, 

And m_ S —_— — 1 

e Hey Pi ey Coc ey, an ra Boy; 

Ging, ſhall | I — Kiſs thee now, be 1 
g, ah! ſhall I come, ſhall I come Kiſs thee dow? 
1 long Sweet- heart to Bed chee, 

d merrily Buckle too, 

ith Hey Piſh, Hey Cock, Hey, and hey for a Boy ; 

Sin U I come Kiſs thee now, 
2 ſhall I come, ſhall I come Kiſs thee now? 


ſeem d not to regard him, 
As if ſhe did not care 
ct Simper'd when ſhe heard him, 

Like any Miller's Mare: 

nd cunningly to prove him, 

And Value her Maiden-head, | 

d fie, nay Piſh; nay fie, and prithee ſtand by, 
For I am too young to Wed; 

b 1 ſhe ne er cou d Love him, 

Nor any M cloſe in Bed; 

Then fie fie, nay Piſh, nay prithee ſtand by, 
For I am too young to Wed. 


ike one that's ſtruck with Thunder, 5 
Fe | oper e to hear her talk ; | 


Fad refol ei ba: 
2 1 1 1 
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At laſt he ſwore, grown bolder, 
| 1 * * —_— -—_ ; 
Kor hey piſh, hey fie, r a Boy, 
Sing, ſhall I 2 1 d. — 5 
In Loving Arms did fold her, 


Eber Sneak, and Cringe, and Cry; 
With hey piſh, hey fie, hey for a Boy, 


*. 


Sing, mall T come Kiſs thee now. - 
| r 
Convinc'd of her Coy folly, 

And ſtubborn Female will! pct 
Poor Dol grew Melancholy, : + ++ Th 

The Griſt went by her Mill: | 4 
I hope, ſhe cry'd, you're wiſer, Th 

Then credit what I have faid ; her 
Tho' I do cry nay fie, and piſh, and prithee Rand by, W. 

That I am too young to Wed; | 1 C 
Bring you the Church adviſer, Hi 


And dreſs up the Bridal Bed; - ' 
Then try, tho'I cry, fieand Tin, and prichee ſtand by Wc: ! 
If Iam too young to Wee. 


eee eto pt oleh ot 
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HE Sun had loos'd his weary Team, 
And turn'd his Steeds a grazing; 
n Fathoms deep in Neptune: Stream, 
His Thetis was r! 
e Stars they tripp'd in the Firmamẽnt, 
Like MiJkmaids on a May-day ; 
Country Laſſes a Mumming ſent; 
Or School Boys on a Play-day. 


ce came on the grey-ey'd Morn, 
The Herds in Fields me lowing; - 
d 'mongit the Poultry in the Barn, 
The Ploughman's Cock ſate crow ing: 
hen Roger dreaming of Golden Joys, 
Was wak'd by a Rowing Rout, Sir; 
Cy told him, he needs muſt riſe, 
His Jugey was crying out, Sir. 


ot half ſo quickly the one £2 round; 
At the tapping a good Ale Firkin; 

Roger, Hoſen and Shoon had found, 

And Button'd his Leather Jerkin: 

ny Mare was ſaddl'd with wond' rous peed, 
With Pillion on Buttock right Sir; 

nd thus he to an old Mid wife ride, 

Jo bring the poor Kid to light, Sir. 


he Fruit of my Labour's now come; 
Juggy's Belly it ſprawling lies, 
And cannot get out till you come: 

help it, crys the old Hag, ne'er doubt, 
Thy Jug ſhall be well again, Boy; 
ger the Urchin as ſafely out, 
As ever it did get in, Boy. 


The Mare now buſtles with'all her feet, 
No whipping or Spurs were wanting; 
= & laſt into the good Houſe they get, 
d Mew, ſocn cry'd the bantling: 
ie 


2 up dear Mother, then Reger crys, 
J 
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A Female Chit ſo ſmall was born, 
They put it into a Flagon ; | 
And muſt be Chriſten'd that very Morn, * 
For fear it ſhould die a Pagan. 


Now Roger ſtruts about the Hall, 
As e as the Prince of Conde; 

The Midwife crys, her Parts are ſmall, 

But they ___ larger one day : 

What tho her Thighs and Legs lie cloſe, 
And little as any Spider ; 

They will when 8 her teens ſhe grows, 
By grace of the Lord lie wider. 


And now the merry Spic'd-bowls went round 
The Goſſips were void of ſhame too; 

In butter'd Ale the Prieſt half drown'd, 6 
Demands the Infant's Name too; 

Some call'd it Phil, ſome Florida, . 
But Kate was allow'd the beſt hin't; : 

For ſhe would have it Canicula, 
Cauſe there was a pretty Jeſt in't. Toy | 


Thus Cunny of Wincheſter was known 
And famous in Kent and Dover; 

And highly rated in Lenden Town, 
And courted the Kingdom over : 

The Charms of Cunny by Sea and Land, 
Subdues each human Creature ; 

And will our ſtubborn Hearts command, 
Whilſt there is a Man in Nature, 


% the Bridegroom! fill the Sky 

ich pleaſing ſounds of weleome Joy: 
loy to the Bride, may laſting Bliſs, 

nd every Day ſtill prove like this. 

Joy ro the, . 


Never were Marriage J ons « Divine; | 
Bur where two con earts Combine; 
e that proves falſe, himſelf doth cheat, 
Like ſick Men 9 cannot cat. 
He chat. Ce. 


Vhat 1 Fl Maiden bend? k what? 

Of which weak Fools ſo often prate? 

Tis the young Virgin's Pride and Boaſt, 
Yet never was found bur bo wag ewes loi. 
Tis the, Ce ef Ii 


fill me a Glaſs then to the brink, - 1 
And its Confuſion here T'Il drink $1 


And he that baulks the Health I nam'd, 
May he die young, 8 then be D — 
And he that, 
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T HE Night her blackeſt Sable wore, 

And gloomy were the Skies; 

And glitt'ring Stars there were no more, 
Than thoſe in Sre/a's Eyes: | 

When at her Father's Gate-Iknock'd, 
Where I had often been, 

And Shrowded.only with her Smock, 
The fair ene let me in. | 


7 N 


flirt Pays Mtaebeh 


t lock'd within her cloſe Embrace, 
She A ber aſham'd; 

er (welling Br and glowing Face; 
And every touch inflam 

y cager Paſſion I — 

keſolv'd the Fort to win; 

Wod her fond Heart was — 
To yield and let me in. 


en! then! beyond expreſſing, 
Immortal was the Joy: ; z. 
ew no greater 
P eat à God was I: 
tranſported with delight, 
Of ay'd me come again; 
d kindly vow'd that every Night, 
She'd rife and Jet me in. | 


it, oh! at laſt ſhe proy'd with Bern, 
And fighing fat and dull; 

id I that was as much concern'd, 
Look'd then juſt like a.Fool : 

er lovely Eyes with-tears run o'er; 
Repenting her raſh Sin ; 
de figh'd and curs d the fatal hour, 
That cer She let me in. 


at who — cruelly deceive, +: Wop 
Or ftom Beauty part; 1 
lov'd her © .could not "AM > 78% 

The Charmer of my Heart : 
ut Wedded and conceal'&-the Crime, 
Thus all was well aka Bet 

ud now ſhe - "bleſſed Hour, 
That eher ſne eee 488 
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PIIIS to Purge Melancholy. 


A Scotch S O NG. 


81 
— To | | 
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Was within a Furlong of Edinberough Town, 
In the Roſietimeof year whenthe Graſs was down 
Bonny Jockey Blith and Gay, 
Said to Jenny making Hay, 
s ſir a little (Dear) and prattle, 
"Tis a ſultry Day : | 
long had Courted the Black-Brow'd Maid, | 
it Jockey was a Wag and would ne'erconſent to Wed; 
ich made her piſh and phoo, and cry out it will not do, 
cannot, cannot, cannot, wonnot, monnot Buckle too. 


e told her Marriage was grown a meer Joke, 
id that no one Wedded now, but the Scoundrel Folk: 
"Yet my dear, thou ſhouldeſt prevail, 
* . * not poder ag 
all dream of Clogs, and ſilly Dogs, 
With ods their Tail ; 
ut I'll give thee Gloves, and a Bongrace to wear, 
d a pretty Filly-Foal, to ride out and take the Air; 
thou ne er will piſh nor phoo, and cry it ne'erſhalldo, 
cannot, cannot, Cc. | 


t you'll give me Trinkets, cry'd ſhe, I believe, 
ut ah! what in return muſt your poor Jemy give; 
When my Maiden Treaſure's gone, 
I muſt gang to Londen Town, - 
Ind Roar, and Rant, and Patch and Paint, 
And Kiſs for half a Crown; _ | | 

ach Drunken Bully oblige for Pay, * 

ind earn an hated Living in an odious Fulſom way; | 
0, no, it ne'er ſhall do, for a Wife I'll be to yay. i A 
Ur I cannot, cannot, Ce. — I 
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Hoe found Amyntas lying, 
All in Tears l Plain: 
zhing to himſelf and crying, 
Wretched I to love in vain ! 
s me, kiſs me, Dear, before my Dying; 
Kiſs me once and eaſe my pain. 


zhing to himſelf and crying, 
retched I to love in vain ; 

er ſcorning and denying, 

To reward your faithful Swain : 

me, Dear, before my Dying, 

lit me once and caſe my pain. 


r ſcorning and denying, 

To reward your faithful Swain ; 

e, laughing at his crying, 

Told him that he Lov'd in vain; 

k me, Dear, before my Dying, 

iſs me once and caſe my pain. 
at his crying, 


IM 
old = 12 in Vainz 
re and Complying, 
Ee Cn ta 
A him up before his Dying, 
sd him up, and eas d his pain. 
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A New Scotch SONG, or 
Game at Pam. — 
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HEN Philids with Jockey play d at Pm, 
The bonny Lad nea whit cou d heed his Game; 


— ighing in his doleful dumps, > 

-d at her and loſt his Trumps, _ 

a blither ſport was Jockey's chief Aim: 
Thoſe bright Eyes, 


The Loon Heart wounded cries, 
b welladay, dear Phillida, 
„ and yet deſtroy me, 
ne er win by Mournival or blaze, 
conquering Knave whilſt on my Queen I gaze, 


1s Philids with Beauty, Wit, and Art, 

Money won, who had before his Heart; 

Until the laughing God of Love, 

Pack'd the Cards and made 'em prove, 
combin'd to take poor Fockey's weak part: 

L No kind Knave. 8 

The Charmer now cou'd have, 

Lover too, Recover'd too, 

re than loſt before too, a 
to pleaſe them love chang'd the wrangling Game, 


Wedlock Joys, and Jockey was her Pam. 


oo 
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T O Horſe, brave boys of Newmarket, to Horſe, 
You'll loſe the Match by longer delayiog ; 
The Gelding juſt now was led over the Courſe, 
think the Devil's in you for ſtaying : 
Run, and endeavour all to bubble the Sporters, 
Jets may recover all loft at the Groom- Porters; 
follow, follow, follow, follow, come dowa to the Ditch, 
Take the odds and then you'll be rich. 


or I'll have the brown Bay, if the blew bonnet ride, 
And hold a thouſand Pounds of his fide, Sir; 

ragen would (cow'r it, but Dragon grows old; 

He cannot endure it, he cannot, he wonnot now run it, 
As Jately he could : 

Age, age, does hinder the Speed, Sir. 


Now, now, now they come on, and ſee, 

See the Horſe lead the way ſtill; - 

tree lengths before at the turning the Lands, 

Five hundred Pounds upon the brown Bay ſtill: 
Pox on the Devil, I fear we have loſt, 

For the „the Blue Bommer, bas run it, 

A Plague light upon it, 

The wrong ſide the Poſt ; 

Vdſzounds, was ever ſuch Fortune. 


— 
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HEN firſt Amynte: ſu'd for a Kiſs, 
My innocent Heart was tender; 

ſhat tho” I puſh'd him away from the bliſs, 

My Eyes declar'd my Heart was won : 

fain an artful Coyneſs wou'd uſe, 

Before I the Fort did Surrender : 

ut Love wou'd ſuffer no more ſuch abuſe, 

And ſoon, alas! my cheat was known: 

led fit all day, and laugh and play, 

thouſand pretty things would fay ; 

hand he'd ſqueez, and preſs my knees, 

ill farther on he got by degrees. 


Wy Heart, juſt like a Veſſel at Sea, 

You'd toſs when Amynter was near me ; 
ut ah! ſo cunning a Pilot was he 

Thro' Doubts and Fears he'd ſtill fail on: 
thought in him no danger cou'd be, 

loo wiſely he knows how to ſteer me; 
d ſoon, alas! was brought to agree, 
To taſt of Joys before unknown: 
ell might he boaſt his Pain not loſt, 

or ſoon he found the Golden Coaſt; 
njoy'd the Oar, and tach'd the ſhore, 
here never Merchant went be fore. 


— 


— 


I in the next Chamber could hear it to h 


Le naſty Quean, her Lady replies, 


| And now you make ado for a F=—t; 
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4 Mock to the foregoing Son G: When faff | 


* 


myntas ſud for a Kiſs, &c. 


7 one Night had occaſion to P-— , 
| Joan reach'd her the Pot that ſtood by her; 
ifs, 


The Sluice was ſmall, but Stream was ſtrong : 
My Soul was melting, thinking of bliſs, 
And raving I lay with deſire; 

But nought could be done, 
< For alas ſhe P d on, 
Nor car'd for Pangs I ſuffer'd long : 
Joan next made haſt, 
In the ſelf ſame Caſe; 1 
To fix the Pot cloſe to her own A —— ; 
Then Floods did come, 
One might have ſwom, 
And puff a Whirl-wind flew from her B—. 


Says Joan, by theſe ſtrange Blaſts that do riſe, 
gueſs that the Night will grow windy ; 
For when ſuch Showers do fall from the dkies, 
To clear the Air the North. wind blow s: SLE 


: 


"7+ 


That Tempeſt broke out from behind ye 
And though it was decently kept from my Eyes, 
The troubled Air offends my Noſe: - . 

Says Joan 'ods-heart, Ba 
You have P —4d a Quart, | 
is till your mind, © 
To _ e 
But never fell Shower from me without wind. 


Poems on) ſeveral Occaſions.” 897 


| Yrations, Poems, Prolog; gues, ond 
E pilog ues on ſeveral Decor, | 


A Poetical Oration, 


ritten in Queen Axx's Reign, in Honour o the 
Ladies, intended for a New Comedy call d, a 


Wife worth a Kingdom Aud Spoken by me 
on the Publick TuxArAE in Druxy L "MF 


June the 7th, 1714. 


N this wife-Town two Games get, 
The: Game er * 8 of 9 | 

e nr profound. wit rt purine 
Dit d 2955 State Affairs, L ve nought to do, | } 
eave that Winning for the Lord knows who: 2 
he Game of Wit ſuits more my own Affair, 1 


ime was an Author in an Elbow Chair, 

te on the Stage as Judge, find fault, who dare? 
ut NOW; (tis ba hard) that ings ſhould: alter ſo, 

vor I ſtand here, with Poſture, humbly low : 

o beg esch Tyrant Gs + not to be my Fae, 
my bf Perton ſue. ange the mood, 7 
et Parent Theſpis, oft e d the Throng, 4 


8 ii 


dt Aa Ovid ſun 

Ir aid famd Ti Abere, bis noble Ge- 
(nius wrong, 

honour of bright caury chen 1 come, ei 


o entertain the bar now now ch preſume ; 
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Smile you, and dart an influencing Ray, it 
I fhall perform as once, when Young and Gay: Fa 
Oh Heayen ! that Ray's enough to fix Renown, Is 
On cnvious Carpers now I dare look down; ad 
have wrought a Miracle upon my Tongue, © hat 
From charming Eyes, firſt Elocution ſprung : u 


| E that througk Imperfection, Fear, or Shame, cce 
ould never utter to Great CHAR LE'S my Name; Nad 
Oh pow'r of Beaury ! now my Soul can raiſe, ich 
To ſpeak a long Oration, in your Praiſe: 
The Play too will I hope, meer ſome Eſteem, 
One thing I'm ſure of, tis a glorious Theam; Þ5 
A Wife, in full perteRion of the ſort, . 
It reaches the bright Zenith of the Court: 
Puts ye in mind of Sacred Mgjcſty, '. 
Who wears that Title, in voſt degree ; 
For ſearch the ſpacious Globe, there will be ſeen, 
Never a better Wife, never ſo good a Queen: ddr 
You Ladies the next Prize your own may call, A 
Since with her Luſtre guilt, you glittef all, N 
'Transfixt in that bright Sphere, and ne'er to fall ; Y'* 
So when the dazling Soveraign of the Night, 
Decks the Horizon with her glorious Light: 
h' attending Planets round ler bright}? burn, 
nd by Example glitter in their turn; {4 
So much that part, now to another th ing, 
A brace of 'Fops too here 1 nicely bring, 
ne has a Trick to Liſp, and one to Sing : 
Full of themſelves, think half rhe World adore eifmi 
And that all Womankind, muſt fall before em; oſe 
When ſimple Creatures the good Houſewife hear, und 
Values a ſneaking look, a ſubtle Tear, d 171 
A Feaſt of Oaths, and Vows, cook d up with Art, en 
With a neat Diſh of Lyes for a Deſert; ' - 
No more than a grand Courtier, high in Grace, 
A Complimenting Friend, that wants a Place: Peree 
Yer muſt dear Self<conceir, frail Nature ſhare, 1 10 
How many frowzy Pares, Humps, Scrubs, alas there non; 
wh —. thy weed 
Who vainly think themſelyes like theſe, the Victomith 
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ith them ſome other Comick parts you'll v, 

aſant I think, would you would be fo too; | 

is then on generous Fayour I rely, 

ad ſince the Winter of my time draws nigh: + 

hat can't ſuch Fruits and Flowers to treat ye bring, 
us'd to deck my Summer, and my Spring; 

ccept with Candor now this mean repaſt, 7 


ne; Id one Indulgence more to Crown the reſt, 
ith this regard, that it may be your laſt. 


$>}4$$$$$$$$3'$$$$$$$$>3$6b$ 
An ORATION 


ldreſsd to the Kix, the PaIxcx and PrINcess: 
And on the glorious Advantage of Ulnion and 
1. YAY, Written and ſpoken by me on the Publick 
Iheatre in Dxuxr Lang, June the 3d, 1714. 


| (ſtood, 
d Heayen to purge it of that Impiouy brood, 
wrd down it's Vengeance in th' o'erwhelmin 


(Flood, 
Sbmiſſive Duty in the few were ſpar'd, 
hoſe conſtant Prayers and Vows were daily heard; 
und gracious means to quel Celeſtial Rage, 
xd Time and Nature form'd a Golden Age: 
rt, Nen Bards and Prophets, that from Heroes ſprung, 
Sacred Genius all Inſpiring ſung ; 
ſince Indulgent Heaven has once again, 7 


[7 HE N the new World, all Laws divine 89 


creed our future Bleſſings to maintain, 

a long Series of great 17 _ ? 
here nongſt the reſt that ſound his Praiſe with Joy, 
Fairfſo:d that I can ſo well my Verſe employ, 5 
onlith Loyal grateful duty Charm'd am I: 
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I that my comick Proſe and Lyrick Rhime, 

Had quite reſign'd to the decays of Time; 

Now prune my drooping Wings that flagg'd be- 

By his great TT heam inſpir'd, aloft I ſoar: (fore, $15 
And with new Vigour court the Muſe once more: ſv 

'The Muſe that Sings, how Britain in diſtreſs, 

Has in her Royal Guardian found redreſs ; 
Sees a fam'd Heroe, in her awful Lord, 
Ready in ſhining Arms to weild his Sword, 
In brave defence of Right, by Providence reſtor'd Bre 


And as in Fable, when the Brutes made War, d 1 
When ſtubborn Factions with Inteſtine Jar; 
Raſhly reſolv'd each other to oppoſe, be. 
Tumultuous crowds about Succeſſion roſe: pb 
But when they would a lawleſs Heir impoſe, tb 


The Soveraign Lion, the bold Parties aw'd, 
Controul'd his Foes at home, and thoſe abroad 
Proclaim'd his Right, prov'd his vindictive Power 
And made the growling Herd, all tremble at his Mere 
'The Paralell is m=_ and clear the Caſe, at « 


Nor muſt the Muſe ceaſe here her noble Chace, Id t 
This hunt of Fame, fix'd in the Royal Race. le u 
The Prince is next, and by Eternal doom, y ar 
Fated for Greatneſs in the Years to come, Oh! 


Whoſe florent Spring, now bears delighful Bloom 
Upon that glorious Subject how my Song, 
Could here dilate, but oh! my trembling Tongue 

Deſponding faulters, when I Thought renew, 
And ſtill a brighter Glory in the Princeſs view; Wurel 

Oh let that gracious Planet! whoſe bleſt Charms, 

Still new Creates the Subject that ſhe warms: 

Forgive a Reverence, that tranſports ſo far, 

To call her Britain's moſt indulgent Star ; 

Sent from the Pow'r that guards our grand Affai 
That no more Strifes be for les fuck Heirs; 


Let her be ever bleſt who doles ſuch Joy 
And blaſts aſpiring Hopes that would deſtroy; 
Fill'd with Seraphick Love does timely bred. 
And bears a Race of Angels to ſucceed: 
"Thus as ſome deſart Land, whoſe wild diſtreſs, 
Scems wanting Providential Care to bleſs; 
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here the coy Sun ne'er darts a genial Ray, | 
be. Wt cold bleak Froſts blaſts each returning ＋1 7 
fore, Wiyers of ſome fav'rite Votaries Shipwreck'd there, 3 
ce: Neing with pious Toyl exacted heavenly Care, 
chang'd rough Seaſons to ſerene and fair. 
cat Goddeſs Nature proves her kindly force, 
urns to proliffick Heat their ſteril Courſe ; 
lieves all Wants caus'd by Celeſtial doom, 
rd Dres Fruit and Grain to crown the Years to come, 
d now freſh budds and plants appear, and prince- 
| (ly Roſes bloom, 
beauteous Albion wouldſt thou happy be, 
»py thy Natives all, could they agree ; 
t baneful Feuds prevent that valued Lot, 
1 hateful Jarrs about the Lord knows what: | 
ght and Religion, the great Cauſe they feign, 5 
; 


cho* that ſpecious Maxim ſome maintain, 
ere is a fly and ſubtile Devil called Gain; 

at oft unſtedfaſt Nature does ſurprize, 

e, Id turns to miſchievous the Grave and Wiſe : 
le we're all guided by calm Reaſon's Rules, 
and Whig were only Terms for Fools. 

Ih facred Union! could thy Charm command, 
dom e Erring ſtubborn Factions of the Land; 
need not ſhrink for fear of Foreign harms, 
value Southern Heats, or Northern Storms : 

t arm'd with Amity, ViQorious be, 

urely Proud, we're circl'd round with Sea. 

nd now methinks I ſee the Dove appear , 

ing with Argent Plumes, to ſettle here; 

irdant Olive branch, he bears r'expreſs, 
Emblem of ſoft Union, Love and Peace ; 


faire joy ful Natives all with mom oy, 5 

: It for their Country's Aid, their Force employ, > 
ſolve to baniſh Diſcord, with a Yive le Roy. 

3 | 
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The Singers Defence ; 4 P OE MCL. 
| Vh 

The Author anſwers his Friend, who blames hin 
for not Singing when defir'd: He contradictt tic 
Third Satyr of Hoxacs, beginning with On.” 
nibus hoc vitium eſt Cantoribus, E7c. Hed 
fends T16s1.1 10s, and proves that Hok act b. 


no actual Skill in Vocal MU SICK. 
FF this ſtrange Vice in all good Singers were, vp 


As the admir'd Horace does declare; ha 
That if, when aba tho bleft with Health and Eaſe, he 
Their choiceſt Friends, they ſtil deny to Pleaſe ; T7 
And yet unaik'd, will rudely Sing ſo long, alt 


To tire each Friend, with each repeated Seng: 

I ftrongly then, ſhould take his Satyr's part, 

Laſh the Performers, and deſpiſe their = 3 

But having ſtudied long enough to be 

A ſmall Proficient in that Faculty: | 

I found, when I that rigid Verſion met, 

"Twas more from Prejudice, than Judgment w 

And Herace was in his. Reproof more free, 

Becauſe Tizeliys was his expe 

Whoſe frequent Vices eaus'd that fierce Aſſault, 

And all the, reſt are laſh'd for one Men's fault ; 
Satyr ſnould never take from Malice Aid, 

For, with due Reverence to Horace paid; 

Who rails at Faults, through Pers'nal Prejudice, 

Shews more his own, than ſhame another's Vice: 
Tigellius as his Character is plain, 

Was of a Humour moſt abſurd and vaio, 

Fantaſtick in his Garb, unſettled. in his Brain: 

And if (as once great Ceſar he deny'd) : 

When ask'd to Sing, 'twere the effect of Pride; 


cit ; 
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* Horace's n Word:. 
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Made my ſelf 'Hoarſe, and even rack'd my Throat, _. 
o plea 7 
G Plance does me: then to you and others bring, 
* 
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| ſwear I can't, then Ang 2 rd, 
All yon good Singers are fo hard to court: 


o make Excuſe, then modeſtly I tell | 
How hoarſe I am, with what tha 85 efel; 
et all's in You, You ral, m thought 4 Clown, 

nd (Omni bis hoc bitfum] knocks c do . 


I often have, (I own) to Sing deoy d. 
ut not throbgh oF 6 clalbaeh, or. Plide, 
but that perhaps T had been tir'd before, | 
Veary, or Ill, unable to Sing more: 

Or that ſome Hour of Infelicity, | 

ad robb'd my Soul of uſual Harmony; 

et all's the ſame, th' old Saw is ſtill repeated, 

ou Singers, long to be ſo much Intreated : 

ho' at that time, to me no Joy could fall 

reater, than not to have been ask d at all; 

Th' Harmonious Soul, muſt have it's humour free, 
onſent of parts ſtill crowns rhe Harmony : 

e read the Jewiſh Caprives could not Sing, 

1 a ſtrange Land rul'd by » Foreign King; 
ontentment, the melodious Chord controuls, 

und Tunes the Diapazon of our Souls 

hat makes a Cobler chirp a pleaſant Part, 

t his hard Labour, but à merry Heart; 


it ; 
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He Sings when ask'd, or bluntly elſe denys, 
According to his ſhare of Grief or Joys; 
Thus the ſame Accidents to us befal, 

And that which N the Cobler, tunes us all: 
But if againſt our Will, we thraſh out Songs, fac 
For Singing then, is thraſhing to the Lungs, 
The blaſt of Airy Praiſe we dearer get, 

Than Peaſants do their Bread with toyl and ſweat : | 
To Sleep at your command, is the ſame thing, 

As when being Tir'd, or vex'd in Mind, to Sing: 
And tho' Performance, ne'er ſo eaſie ſhew, 

As it has Charms, it has Vexations too, | 
And the Singer's plague, tis none but Singers know. 
How often have I heard th' unskitful ſay, Thr 
Had I a Voice, by Heaven I'd Sing all y ; hi 
But with that Genius, had he been Endow'd, ts 
And were to Sing when ask'd, or be thought Proud: Nh. 
When weary, vex'd, or Ill, not to deny, 
But at all Seaſons, with all Friends comply, 
He'd then blame Horace, full as much as I: 
Whoſe want of Knowledge in the Vocal Art, 
Made him laſh all, for one Man's mean deſert; 
For had he the Fatigue of Singers known, 1 
And judg'd their Inconvenience by his own; Decl. 
Tigellius only had Correction met, | tot 
And Omnibus hoc vitium ne er bee writ. ut 


b 
/ 
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0 
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VERSES 


lade in Honour of, and moſt bumbly addreſid to- 
ber Grace the DUTCHESS of SOMERSET, 


as a grateful Acknowledgment of the Fayour- 
ſhe did me to Her Majeſty. | 


S when ſome. mighty Monarch born to ſway, 
| Ready to fix his Coronation Day ; 
V. 1 Wcnown'd * Fame a Diamond has got, | 
[hrough diſtant Climes with Care and hazard brought: 
hilſt skilful Artiſts all with. Wonder gaze, | 
ts it in his Imperial Crown to blaze; - 
ud: Nhich on the Day of Pomp he means to wear, 
he Greateſt, Nobleſt, and the Brighteſt there; 
o Madam, ſhining in your Lofty place, 
leplete with dazling Vertues is your Grace; 
o gaind our Soveraign ANN, the Jewel rare, 
Vhich having purchas'd, ſhe reſolv' d to wear: 
ind in her Heart, as t'other in the Crown, 
cloſe a Temper found ſo like her own; 
rooms of. the Stole, my Eyes have ſeen before, 
ut blind with Wealth, or elſe diſguis'd with Pow'r: 
koſe Opticks rais'd, nought but the Stars could ſee; 
[oo far aſpiring to look down on me; 
ut you, whoſe Clemency ſtill cleers your fight, ; 
ould know your Suppliant, even in ſhades of Night: 
\nd in few Hours a noble Action do, 
That might whole Years have tir'd me to purſue; 
cred Humility the Learn'd confeſs, 
evond all Jems in a great Lay's Dreſs : 
mall Merit Self. opinion till does guide, 
he truly Great, are ever free from Pride; 
This laſt your. Grace's Character is known, 
ong may you Live then to exalt Renown: 
rom loud Applauſe, to reap your Yearly due, 


ov, in the Gracious Soveraign bleſt, the Soveraign 
(bleſt in you, 


et- Q 5 Strat 


at : 
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STRATFIELDSEA: 


Or the Canaan of HA, a POEM: Hun 
bly addreſsd to the bighly Honoured. and: wort) 


Grorcs Prrr, Eſq, and bis good Lapr, 


A S when repentant Iſrael once diſtreſt, 
Reliev'd by a peculiar Grace from Heayen, 
Was far beyond the Neighb'ring Nations bleſt, 
When Canaan was the happy Portion given. 


Who through long tedious Years of toyl and care, 
Tho' toyl th' effet of erring Duty was; 

At laſt, by Providence, was brought to ſhare 
The darling, Pleaſures of that Bleſſed. place. 


The gay enamell'd Fields were gladly ſeen, 
Where plenteous _ in fruitful Acres grow; 

Ard lofty Trees were flouriſhing and Green, 
Where Fruit abounds, and chryſtal Rivers flow. 


So when the Genius of the Britiſh Land, 
Firſt in our Hampſhire Intereſt did appear; 
It ſeem'd as Magiſterial to Command, | 
That Stratficldſea. ſhould be the Canaan. here. 


On you, moſt worthy Sir, the Lot was thrown, 


A Guerdon for the Vertuous and the brave; 
And in Felicity ſtill equal known, 
With.that bleſt Land that Milk and Honey gave. 


Delicious Seat that treats the wond'ring Eye, 
With all that Nature for Delight can give ; 

And when Art therefore would new Methods try; 
Not Worthy, ſeems nor willing to receive. 


The Park, that fam'd Elizium imitates, © 
With ſpacious Arms expanding to your view; 
As Heir to th' old brisk Fancy here creats, 
The beautiful reſemblance of a New. Here 


Ave. 


Y; 


Tere 
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Here happy herds of Dear: we-feaſting ſee, _. 
That paſs: in joyful Peace ſacceeding Days. 
Emblems. of Innocence and Amity; 
All inwardly their great Creator praiſe. - 


Their Bene factor too. that comes to view, 
They ſeem to: bleſs with large uplifted Eyes; 

No turns of State, or War, the in fears renew. 
Nor ſting of Conſcience ſprung/from mortal Vice. 


mVN8— — — — 


But well contented with what each enjoys, 
They walte the Year in that delighcfal place; 
And dow Tet the Viator turn his Eyes, 
And varying Pleaſure, on the Garden gaze. 


Here Nature's c, agen Gawd . -. 
Repleat with Flowers and Fruits, for uſe of Man, 

Here: too a.chryſtal, River ſweetly. flpws, 1 
Juſt ſb through Paradiſe Euphrates ran. 


The wanton Fiſh their choice Delights purſue, . 
Themſelves affording what all Sports excel; | 

From the cleer Stream wpraisd' the Dome they view, 
Where ſecond Jucob and Rebecca dwell,” 


Forgive me, Madam, if my grateful Soul, 
In worth applauding Rhimes, is here expreſt; 
Or tell my honour'd Patron mongſt the whole 
Of his exeelling Comforts, you are beſt. 


Your Soul, where Vertue and Diſcretion Joyn; 
Appearing ſtill in both ſerenely great, 

Thus makes in him the Joys of Life divine, 
And gives PerfeQtion to-the Wedlock ſtare; 


The beauteous Offipring too, that grace your Board, 
Like charming Cupids in a painted Heaven; 
Amongſt the reſt Addition large affords, 
To all the Bleſſings plentifully given. 


—— 
- —— —_—— 
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The Poet humb y thus a Reverence pays. 


' 


Oh Happineſs! tos great for Verſe to ſhew, 
And only in the joyful Parents breaſt ; 

Whoſe innate Comforts do from Nature flow, 
And from no artful Pen can be expreſt. 


Live then till Time grow old, as well as bu; 
Whiiſt choice of Happineſs each Year rene ws; 
And whilſt I Sing in tuneful Verſe your due, 
Accept my Duty, and forgive my Maſe. 


C 


For the frſt Part of Do Quixors : Spoken | 


„ BrrrERTON. 


N hopes the Coming Scenes your Mirth will raiſe, 
To you, the Juſt Pretenders to the Bays, 


And you, the Contraries, that hate the Pains, 
Of Labour d Sence, or of Improving Brains: 
That feel the Laſhes in a well-writ Play, | 

He bids perk up and ſmile, the Satyr . to Day. 

Our Sancho bears no Rods to make ye ſmartt, 
Proverbs, and merry Jokes, are all his Part. 

The Modiſh Spock may Paint, and lie in Paſte, 
Wear a huge Steinkirk twiſted to his Waſte,. 

And not ſee here, how Foppiſh he is Dreſs'd. 

The Country Captain, that to Town does come, 
From his Militia Troop, and Spouſe at home, 

To beat a London Doxy's Kettle- Drum 

One, who not only th' whole Pit can prove, 
That ſhe for Braſs Half. crown has barter d Love, 

But the Eighteen-penny Whore-maſters above: 
With his Broad Gold may treat his Pliant Dear, 

Without being ſhown a Bubbled Coxcomb here, 
| aye 


. x 
2 
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rave. Dons of Bus'neſs may be Buller's Cullies, 

nd Crop-car'd/Prenrices ſet up for Bullies, 

nd not one Horſe-whip Laſh here, flog their Follies; 
ay, our hot Blades, whoſe Honour was ſo ſmall, © 
hey'd not bear Arms, becauſe not Col'nels all: 
hat wiſh the French may have a mighty Slaughter, 
ut wiſh it ſafe] On this ſide o th Water. 

let when the King returns, are all prepar dl, 

o beg Commiſſions in the Standing-Guard ; 

ven theſe, the Sons of Shame and Cowardice, 

ill — 2 us now, tho' 'tis a curſed Vice. 


Jur Author has a famous Story choſe, ; 
hoſe Comick Theme no Perſon does expoſe, 25 
e? 


ut the Knights-Errant; and pray where are tho 
here was an Age, when Knights with Launce 
Vould Right a Lady's Honour in the Field: (Shield, 
lo puniſh Raviſhers, to Death would run, 
ut thoſe Romantick Days —— Alas, are gone, 
ome of our Knights now, rather would make one, 
Vho finding a young Virgin, by Diſaſter, | 
y'd to a Tree, would rather tie her faſter, 
[et theſe. muſt *ſcape too, ſo indeed mult all, | 
ourt-Cuckold-makers. now no Jeſt does maul, 5 
or the horn'd Herd within yon City Wall. 
he Orange-Miſs, that here Cajoles the Dake; 
ay ſell her Rotten Ware without rebuke. 
he young Coquet, whoſe Cheats ſew Fools can oy 
0 | at, 
May Trade; and th* Old Tope Kniperkin in private; 
he Atheiſt too, on Laws Divine may Trample, 
uud the Plump Jolly Prieſt get Drunk, for Church- 
1 | ' (Example, 


- 


S 


And, as tis ſaid, a parlous Afs once. 
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An EPILOGUE 


To the firft Part of Do Quixqre. By Saxcuc 


Riding upon bis Aſa. - 


' 2 \ f ONGST our Fore-fathexs, that pute Wit profet 


There's an ald Proverb, That. two Heal are þ 
Dapple and. L have therefore jogg'd this, way, 
Through ſheer good Nature, to defend this Play: 
Tho' I've no Friends, yet he (as pr 
Way have Relations here for ought. I know,  , -;+ 
or 


Tis then for him, that L this Speech intend; | 
Becauſe I know he is the Poets Friend; 
When Crab- tree Cudgel did his Rage ovoke;. | 
So if ye are not civil, 'dsbud, I fear, a 1. 
Hell fark agua ——.,... fi... 
And tellithe Ladies every Dapple here. 
Take Advice then, and with kindneſs win hi 


Tho' he looks ſimply, you don't know what's in Ng 


He has ſhrewd Parts, and. proper for his Place, | 
And yet no Plotter, you may ſee by's Face; 
He tells no Lyes, nor does Sedition vent, 
Nor ever Brays againſt the Government. 
Then for his'Garb he's like the Spaniſh. Nat ion, 
Still the old Mode, he never changes Faſhion , 
His ſober Carriage too you've ſeen ro lay, 47 5 
Zut for's Religion, troth, I cannot ſay 

Whether for Maſon, Burgas, Muggleton, 

The Houſe with Steeple, or the Houſe with none : 
T rather think he's of your Pagan Crew, 

For he ne'er goes to Church-no more than you. 
Some that would; by his Looks, gueſs his Opinion; 
Say, he's a Papiſh; others, a Secinian , 

But I believe him, if the Truth were known, 

As th' reſt of the Town»Aſſes are, of none; 


gof may ſhew). 


in a Crowd, where various Heads ard adde, 
May many on Aſs be; that ne er wore a, Saddle... 
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But for ſome other Gifts: Mind what I ſay, 

Never compare, each Dapple has his Day, 5 
Nor anger him, but kindly uſe this Play : 

for ſhould you with bim, conceal'd. Parts diſcloſe, 
Lord! how like Ninnies would look all the Beaxs. 


APROLOGUE 
Jo the Maſſacre of Paxis.: For Mr, BxT TEN TON. 


RAVE is that Poet that dares draw his Pen, 5 
To expoſe the nauſeous Crimes of guilty Men, > 
As once did our Immortal Patron, Ben. x 
And Wiſe are they that can with. Patience bear, 

And juſt Reflections moderately hear, 5 
Unmov'd by Paſſion, as unſway d by Fear: 

Theſe we preſent a Tragick piece to Night, 

Irhat has ſome Years been baniſh'd from the Light; 
 MHuſh'd and impriſon'd cloſe, as in the Tower; 
Half preſs'd to Death by a diſpenſing Power: 
Rome's Friend, no doubt, ſuppos'd there mi 


be. 
ſhown, 
Juſt ſuch an Entertainment of their own, 5 
The Plot, the Proteſtants, the Stage, the Town : 

But no ſuch Fear our Hagenots alarm'd, 

True Engliſh Hearts are always better Arm'd; 

For if the Valiant in a little Town, 

Batter'd and ſtarving their brave Cauſe, durſt own, 
And now to take a Tryal for it's fact, 

Is juſt come out by th' Habeas Corpus AQ. 

If Peaſants — Death can guard their Walls, 
And the mild Prieſthood, turn to Generals; 

Britains look up, and this bleſt Country ſee, 5 


uon, 
In ſpite of byaſs'd Law ſerene and free, 
Cleer'd from it's choaking Foggs of Popery. 
No Maſſacres or Rovolutions fear, 
1 Affairs are ſtrangely alter'd in one Lear: 


' y 


| 
| 
! 
| 


Lord: 
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Lord what a Hurry was there here one Night, 
The 71riſh come, they Burn, they're now in ſight ; 


A city Taylor ſwore, with Fear grown Wild, 797 
He ſaw a huge Tall Teague devour a Child; 

We have no Nuncio in our Councils now, ab 
Nor pamper'd eſuites with our Heifers Plough : 
Infallibility himſelf does run, 5 


The Garden's Weeded, and the Moles are gone; 
The bar barous French too that Ihuanus quotes, 
Of old ſo diligent in cutting Throat 
Which as Example to Poſterity, 
To Night you'll here this dreadful Mirrour fee, 
Muſt be remember'd in their Progeny : 

A ſpurious Race now on our Seas are ſteering, 
And beat us by the way of Buccaneering ; 

Not Gold to Lawyers, to th' Ambitious Power, 
Not luſty Switzer to a luſtful Whore : 

To Gameſters Luck, to Beauty length of Days, 
Nor to a wrincled wither'd Widow Praiſe; 
Could give ſuch Joy as to our Country-men, 
To ſee great Orange ſeize his own again: 

This glorious Chace, no doubr, you'll all purſue, 
Mean while our Author begs a Favour too ; 
You that his Merit and Diſtreſs have known, 
To guard him from the Criticks of the Town: 
That this will be the Poets Prophecy, 

The Poets all were Voters formerly; 

To incourage then give ours to Night his due, 
His Tale is ſomewhat Bloody, but tis true, 

A moral Truth ſhown to an honeſt End, 

And can the Good or Wiſe of neither Se& offend: 
Fancy and Stile far as the reſt excel, 

In our deliverance Year let no Tongue tell, 
Poets the only Curſt, on whom no Manna fell. 


Plead therefore that they may by Ceſer's influence I. 
(breath, . 


And mix à Lawrel with his Oaken Wreath ; 
So ſhall his Glory flouriſh to the height, 
Then every Pen in leaves of Braſs ſhall write ; 
This, this was he, that bleſt by ſacred Power, 
To England its Religion did Reſtore, 


So firm, that Ryme could never hurt it more. : 
R An 
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4a EPPILOGUE 
Fur Crap and GIIIIAN: In one of my Comedies, 


ab, Cone Spouſe, to talk in Mode now like the 
(Great, 
'e'll pack up Stuff, and home to our Eſtate : 
ut Firſt, before we come to Taunton Steeple, 
rithee let's have one word, with theſe good People; 
ſhou know'ſt we've promis'd to befriend the Play, 
J. Well, what of that, what would you have me ſay ? 
ab. Why? ſer thy Face, and thy beſt Curchy make, 
d then deſire the Wits here for thy ſake, 
o ſpare the Poet, that his Whim may take. 
V. Who I, Lord, Lord, d'ye think they'll do't for me, 
o, no, dan't think zo Man, 
bab. Why not for thee ? thou art a Woman; 
hou'rt of a Kind, that ne'er can fail to Pleafe, 
i}, No zure, I am not vine enough for theſe: 
y Vace is Tann'd, and I've no White nor Red, 
or e'er a ruffled Cap _ my Head ; 
m a loyn of Mutton plainly dreſs'd, 
d theſe nice volk, love all their Mutton lac'd. 
ides yon Gentlewomen that ſir by, 
hat gave their twanking Cuffs on too, to vly, 
n do the Buſineſs better much than I. 
t them ſpeak firſt, 
46. Odrabit it, they Pay, | 
nd are all Benefactors to the Play: 
o, we muſt do't, come, here's my Cap off taken, 
7, My Curchy then as well as che can make one ; 
3b, Be pleas'd good Sirs to praiſe what _ ye, 
ugh? 
. And chear the Poet with a Smile and half. 
ab. Crab then at Home with Stout ſhall make ye merry, 
. And Gillian bid ye welcome to her Dairy; 
ob. I'll grubble all my Jokes up to Delight ye, 
il. And I'll divert ye with my Hoyry toyty; 
iſh Fortune's choiceſt Bleſſings may legale ye, 
d Wealth, and Wine, and Women, never fail ye. 


Pointing to ſome at the Play. A 
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HOW 
The! 
The 


A PROLOGUE E. 


To my Play, the French Coquer. 


AS in Intrigues of Love we find it true, 
Stale Faces pall, whilſt wearecharm'd with new; ,; 
Our Poet thinking tho' tome in Wir prevails, 
Fearing to tire ye with more Engliſh Tales, 
Has laid his Scene in the French Court Yerſailes : 
Thus chang'd your Diet for Variety, 

| From Cheeſe and Butter of our dull degree, 
To fragrant Angelote, and cher fromage de Brit: 
He doubts not, many that fit here to Day, | 
That have obſerv'd the Title to his Play, 
Suppoſe it for ſome Politick Eſſay. 

"Gainſt that he ſays a Proverb gives him Rules, = 
'Tis never ſafe to meddle with edg'd Tools; dulp 
For Railery, a Comick Theam is beſt, 

War's but a Dull occaſion for a Jeſt: | _ 
And as in Cudgel Play. there comes no Joke, 
From either Party when both Heads are broke; 
But then perhaps it may expected be, * 
That he ſhould fall upon Pench Foppery; | 
"Tis true, they have Fools, egad, and ſo have we. 
In Apiſh Modes they naturally ſhine, l 
Which we Ape after them to make us fine, ' 
The late Blue Feather was charmant divine; 

Next then the ſlouching Sledo, and our huge Button 
And now our Coats, flanck broad, like Shoulder Mutton 
Fac'd with fine Colours, Scarlet, Green and Sky, 
With Sleeves ſo large, they'll give us wn 1 to Fly 
Next Year I hope they'll cover Nails and 

And every Button like a Tennis-Ball : 

Nor on their Induſtry can he here refle&, 9" 
Cauſe, to our own there muſt he ſome reſpect, 

Our Ills come by Mis, fortune, not Neglec; 
And that they outwit us, we will ne'er agree, - 
Tho' they have damn'd Luck with our Ships at Sea: 


Ho 
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How ſhall the Satyr then his Venom ſhed, 

Their Heads are full of Air, and ours are full of Lead; 

Their hot Brains make em (wear in Ela's ſomes, 

e in dull Gamut roar out Blood and Worms: 

hey to grow cool, from Herbs ſtill ſeek Relief, 

Ve to grow Hot, deboaſh our ſelves in Beef; 
Wand for the Bone, when we to Battle run, 
'Wrieſts of both kinds ne'er fail to Hiſs us on: 

o Trim the Matter, and uſe a Mean, 

Pur cautious Author in each coming Scene, | 

Reſolv'd to baulk both Sides. has us'd to Day, 

No Plot, but Love Intrigues quite through his Play, 
Pet that 'tis Good, I dare be bold to ſay: 


E 


WT he Poets not ſo bold, but may be daſh'd, 
Wit has no Armour proof, gainſt being thraſh'd; 
herefore in Terror of the Warriours Trade, 
Suſpends all Satyr till the Peace be made. 


he Jacks are fierce, and Wiliamites are fleſh'd, 8 


| 
i 
| 
* 
| 
M 
' 


4 EPILOGUE. 


MONGST all Characters neareſt Divine, 
You that are Witty-· men, ſhould cry up mine; 
ton And of all Bargains that are daily driven, 
ton Ours is the moit ingagins under Heaven: 
Whoſe Souls in a Seraphick ſtation move, 
s all. muſt do who Marry, Love for Love. 


vir Sampſon here, a Old ſordid Sor, 8 


Meaning by Candle Inch to buy my Lot. 
Would ſettle on me, Oh! the Lord knows what; 
He for a Purchaſe the old way takes Care, 8 
And like a Higler in a Country Fair, 
Bawls out aloud, take Money for your Mare: 
a: Or Brother like Stockjobbing cheat would make, 
My Friend ſo much you give, ſo much you take 


- 


lo But 
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But Yalentine, whoſe Perſon, Wit and Art, 
Pleads fairer Title to a tender Heart; 
With an endearing Claim, fine Words addreſs, 
A Graceful Perſon, and a taking Face : 
A ſolid Judgment that can ſtand the teſt, 
Trick humour gay —1I fancy'd all the reſt ; 
Compell'd my Love—The Paſſion ſtrong did grow, 
Whither all this, a Womans Heart ſhould bow, 
Your Pardon Ladies, I am ſure you know: 
Beſides by Subtilty I Tryal made, 
Found out his Haunts, and Snares each way I laid; 
Mark'd, tho' the frolick Widows —— City Dames, 
Inmates of Leiceſter-field, Pall-mall, St. James : | 
The Tall, the Short, the Freckl'd— Fair and Brown, 
The ſtraight-lac'd Maiden, and the Miſs o'th' Town; 
We're ſure to work on in Adverſity, | 
Yet ſtill what Stock he had was kept for me: 
And for ſuch Love, if we ſhould Love alow, 
Your Pardon Ladies, I am ſure you know; 
I took Compaſſion on the Bankrupt Debtor, 
He had no Money, But had ſomething better : 
Faith like a generous Girl, I paid his worth, 
For 1 had Honour in me from my Birth; 
I paid him well A Wife that's Fair and Young, 
Diſcreet and Kind, and Forty Thouſand ſtrong: 
Is no bad Conſolation ſure --- In Life, 
How would ſome ſnigger here, for ſuch a Wife; 
Then if this part I Play be rare or no? 
Your Pardon Gentlemen Vou likewiſe know: 
The Author of the Scenes appear to Day, 
Draws every Figure juſtly through his Play; 
Mind, Sence and generous Humour, ſeems to hit, } 
Let Beauty grant him then _— Wir, 

e 


Since by the Boxes it was choſe and Writ. 
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VERSES Congratulatory 


To the Honourable William Bx owL ey, E 


A S when Hiperion with Victorious Light, 
Expels invading Powers of gloomy Night; 
And vernal Nature youthful dre and gay, 
Salutes the Conqueror that forms the Day: 
The mounting Lark exalts her joyful Note, 
And ſtrains with Harmony her warbling Throat; 
So now my Muſe that hopes to ſee the Day, 
When clowdy Fattion that does Britain ſway, 5 
Shall be o'ercome by Reaſons peircing Ray: N 
Applauding Senates for their prudent choice, 
The Will of Heaven, by the Peoples Voice; 
Firſt greets ye Sir, then gladly does prepare, 
In tuneful Verſe, your welcome to the Chair. 
Awful th' Aſſembly is, Auguſt the Queen, 
In whoſe each Day of Life, are Wonders ſeen ; 
The Nation too, this greateſt of all Years, 
Who watch to ſee bleſt turns in their Affairs: 
Slighring the Hyara on the Galick ſhore, 
Hope from the Senate much, but from you more ; 
Whoſe happy Temper Judgment cultivates, 
And forms ſo fit to Aid our three Eſtates. 
The change of Miniſtry late order'd here, 
Was fated ſure for this a Year; 
That you Predeſtin'd at a 3 Hour, 
To be chief Judge of Legiſlative Power: 
Might by your Skill that Royal right aſſerts, 
Like Heaven reconcile the Jarring parts; 
Nor ſhines your Influence Sir, here alone, C 
The Church muſt your unequal'd Prudence own, > 
Firm to ſupport the Cauſe, bur rough to none: 
Euſebia's Sons in Law divine profeſt, 
May learn from you, how Truth ſhould be expreſt ; 
Whither in Modeſt Terms, like Balm, to heal, 
Or raving Notions falſly counted Zeal. 


j 


Oh 


1 — 2 — — - - 


— 
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Oh ſacred Gift in vulgar matters great, 
Bur in Religious Tracts divinely ſweet; 
Which ancient Bagingron can witneſs well, 
And the rich Library before it fell ; 
Your Rural Hours amongſt wiſe Authors paſt, 
Your Soul with their unvalued Wealth poſſeſt; 
And well may he to heights of Knowledge come, 
Who learning Pantheon, always kept at home : 
Thus once Sir you were bleſt, and ſure the Ficnd, 
That firſt Intail'd a Curſe on humankind ; 
A ſecond Time a dire unequall'd Croſs, 
_  Deſign'd the Publick, by your private loſs : 

Oh who had ſeen that love to Learning bore, 

The Matchleſs Authors of the Days of Yore, 

The Fathers, Prelates, Poets, Books where Arts 
Renown'd, Explain'd the Men of rareſt Parts : 
Shrink'd up their ſhrivell'd Bindings, ſcorch their Name; 
And yield Immortal worth to Temporary Flames : 
That would not Sigh to fee the Ruins there, 
Or wiſh ro quench them with a falling Tear : 

But as in Story where we Wonders view, 
As there were Flames, there was a Phenix too; 
An Excellence from the burnr Pile did riſe, 
That ſtill atton'd for paſt Calamities: 
So my Prophetick Genius — In its height, 


Viewing your Merit, Sir, foretels your Fate; gut 
Your valiant Anceſtor that bravely fought, 3 
And from the Foe, the Royal Standard got, þ He 


Which nobly now Adorns, your houſhould Coat: 4 
Denotes the Ancient Grandeur of you Race, 15 
As preſent Worth, fits you for preſent Grace a 
The Soveraign muſt Eſteem, what all admire, T 
Bromley ſhall riſe, and Baginton _— N 5 
Fate oft contrives Magnificence by Fire. A ( 
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bis Grate the Duke of Bedford; 


ERSES Congratulatory, on the Birth of bis 
Son the Matquels of Tavisroxs. 


N ſweer Retirement, freed from anxious Care, 
From Court De luſions and the noify War; 
rom buſineſs that difturb the tranquil State, 
\nd palls the beſt Contentment of the Great: 
From Town Diſorders, and inſectious Wine, 
From Libertines who live by baſe Deſign ; 
Viſely your Grace, and worthy of belt Praiſe, 
as choſe to Conſecrate your happy Days: 
Dh lucky change, + Blefling only due, 
By Heavens peculiar bounty, to a Few. 
Here in Ambroſial Bowers you entertain, 
With varied Joys, the Body, and the Brain ; 
weet Contemplation gains the foremolt place 
Whilſt Books Inſtructively do Science raiſe: 
Sports too, for Relaxarion of the Mind, 
The Seaſons fir, are proper in their kind ; 
Nor is the Bleſſing only on _ parr, 
But ſhar'd by her, that wholly ſhares your Heart : 
Your vertuous Conſort of Elizium Dreams, 
Here, Pregnant with Conubial love, ſhe Teems ; 
And, that Co cording Comfort may not fail, 
T'inlarge your noble Race, brings forth a Male: 
Thus has Eternal Providence decreed, 
To grant the only Bleffing you could need. 
Take it my Tord, as tis divinely meant, 
A Gift peculigs from Heaven ſent ; 
A Sanction to prompte your 8 
And crown your Solitude with laſting Bliſs: 
To pleaſe a Parent, Plants may kindly ſhoot, 
But Children are the Quintiſcential Fruit; 
The charming Prattle, and the Tales they tell, 
By Nature taught; all Muſick far excel. 
May then, th' Illuſtrious Babe with ſpeedy growth, 
Stretch out his Infancy, and haſt to Youth ; 1 
rom 
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From Youth to Manhood, may his Years improve, 


And ſacred Gifts detending from above. 

Th' Eternal in your Favour does beſtow, 

A Comfort-glittering Courts, but ſeldom know ; 
A quiet Life, from proud Ambition free, | 


The Day, with Tales of Conſtancy and Love: 


\ 


Sent to Exalt, and make your Pleaſures great, 
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Dleſt with a Father (Joy, a Mother's Love, 


An Heir too, to ſupport your Family: :- 


In the calm Halcyon Days of your retreat. 
So in the Roman State, when Civil War, 
Harraſs'd the Natives, by Inteſtine Jarr ; 
When rage in Triumph rode through every Street, 
And he whoſe Arm was ſtrongeſt, had Wit: 
The noble r in rural Bowers, 
Paſt with ſeſected Friends, and Books, his Hours; 
Sometimes his beauteous Spouſe too, would impre 


But yet no Males could bring, 'till Jans prone 
To pity, ſumm'd at laſt all Joys in one, 
Heard her devoted Prayers, | 

And bleſt her with a Son. 


* Pomponius Atti cus. 
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